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Summary: His adventure is over, his son is becoming a 
man, and the only chronicles of his life after his travels are 
found in brief glimpses from someone else's story. Thirty 
years after his adventure, Garet decides to write an 
autobiography and leaves it for his son to find, detailing the 
life of a man like any other who ended up losing everything. 
Parallel to What is Happiness? Flameship 


*Chapter 1*: Prologue: The Other 
Story 


Hey, Golden Sun fans, it's been a while! For those of you 
who don't know me, | am GengaJupite and this will be my 
second multi-chap for the GS section of the site. As it was 
already stated in the summary, this is the parallel story to 
What is Happiness? that | mentioned in the conclusion of 
said story. While I'm hoping this won't be written in a way 
that forces you to have read WiH, I still recommend it, not so 
much for shameless self-promoting, but because it will 
further enhance the experience that you as the reader will 
have about the timeline of events (it will also make a slight 
bit more sense during the 'present day' segments). To 
anyone who actually waited the entire year that it took me 
to get around to writing this, my sincerest apologies. | had a 
lot on my plate over this past year, and it looks like I'll be 
taking on a lot more with this next bunch of stories | have 
planned. 


So, without further ado, let's get this started! 
Disclaimer: | do not own Golden Sun. All rights go to its 
respective owners, Camelot and Nintendo. 
Blue Fire: Memoirs of a Mars Adept 
Prologue: The Other Story 


The glow of the watercolour sunset illuminated the craggy 
rock surfaces of the Goma Plateau, reflecting in such a way 
as to cover the area in an array of oranges and browns. A 
precariously perched cabin rested dangerously near to the 
edge upon the flat peak of a massive earth spire. Connected 


to the main path only by a single, wooden suspension 
bridge, the isolation of the residence could be felt by any 
who might look upon it. For the dwellers of this home, it was 
a rather ordinary way of living, and today could have been 
like any other, if only for one difference. 


"Tyrell, you idiot! What do you think you're doing?!" 


"Who knows how long that thing's been there?! It might 
have gotten my dad!" 


Without giving either of his two best friends time to stop 
him, Tyrell hurried off towards the entrance of the cabin. 
Despite his constant bickering with Karis, he felt as though 
his actions were justified in this case. It was hard to tell 
exactly how long he had been away from home, but with a 
vortex of that size looming some tens of meters away from 
the place he had grown up in, there was no telling if his 
father, nor Matthew's father for that matter, were faring well. 
Granted, they were two of the most powerful adepts known 
to man, but even they were powerless against a force that 
could absorb the psynergy that sustained them. 


"Dad!" he cried, nearly tearing the door off its hinges. 
Receiving no response, sans the sound of his companions' 
footsteps racing after him, Tyrell rushed inside without a 
second thought. 


"Tyrell, wait!" Karis cried, catching him by the back of his 
tunic as he attempted to search the cabin. 


"Why do you keep stopping me?!" he retorted angrily, 
whirling around so he could glare at her. "If they're collapsed 
and hurt, then-" 


"Then what?" Karis asked sternly, her expression matching 
the sound of her voice perfectly. "Rushing in all frantic won't 


do us any good. l'm sure they're fine, so try to handle this 
calmly." 


"Like hell!" he growled, forcing her hand from his clothing. 
"This is a real emergency, and I'll be damned if | let my dad 
die because of you! If your parents were in this situation, 
you wouldn't be so calm either!" 


"That's enough," Matthew interjected before Karis could 
retaliate. As both of the arguing adepts turned their 
attention to him, Matthew continued, "You're both getting 
too worked up over this. It's too early to say if our dads got 
out safely yet, but | don't think that vortex in particular got 
them; otherwise, we'd be feeling its effects right now. In any 
case, I'll search upstairs and you guys cover the this floor, 
okay?" 


Slowing his heavy breathing, Tyrell realized that Matthew 
was right, as was usual of their spiky-haired leader. Despite 
the vortex' relatively large size, the flame user didn't feel 
fatigued to any significant extent, which meant that it 
wasn't close enough for its effects to take hold. That being 
said, they were unable to tell whether the vortex was 
currently growing or dissipating, so they were potentially 
still on a time constraint. 


Turning away from Karis, Tyrell grunted his 
acknowledgement of Matthew's orders and stormed down 
the hall to where the office and spare room were, leaving the 
others to their respective searches. 


It was immediately apparent that neither his father nor Isaac 
were in either of these rooms, and judging from the sound of 
Matthew's steady footsteps overhead and Karis’ lack of 
indication she'd found something, it would be safest to 


assume that both men had escaped to safety or were simply 
out somewhere else at the moment. 


After scouring the spare room for anything they may have 
left behind, Tyrell turned his attention toward the office, 
leaving the white sheets of the spare room in shambles 
about the floor. Creaking open the door to where his and 
Matthew's fathers kept their notes on the activities of active 
Mt. Aleph, the Mars adept quickly went about flipping 
through some of the many open books and loose papers 
scattered about the room. After an unsuccessful search for 
anything useful in the current situation, Tyrell stood to leave, 
only to have something catch his eye. 


How he had failed to notice the leather-bound book sitting 
on the main desk in the room was beyond him. Stepping 
over to it, he carefully picked it up and watched as a note 
fell out. Grabbing it before it could flutter to the ground, the 
young man wasted no time in darting his eyes across the 
parchment. 


Tyrell and Matthew, 


If we are not here when you find this, then please take with 
you only what you must and go to Kalay. By now, Ivan and 
Jenna will have heard from us, so there will be no need to 
explain to them why you haven't returned home. As much 
as we would like to tell you kids what's going on, that isn't 
information we can disclose for the time being. For now, 
hold onto the Roc's Feather and find a place to stay in Kalay. 


Isaac and Garet 


PS. Tyrell, the book you are currently holding is for you. 
Don't read it until you've found a place to stay. -Dad 


Was that it? No clue as to where they were or why they had 
to leave? Tyrell flipped the small piece of parchment over a 
few times as if it might reveal some kind of hidden message, 
but when nothing showed itself, he sighed and turned to 
leave the office while keeping a tight grip on the book he'd 
been entrusted with. 


After explaining to the others what he had found and 
showing them the note, the three of them gathered what 
they could from the Lookout Cabin and hurriedly fled from 
the site. If they were lucky, they would be able to make it to 
the bottom of the mountain trail before nightfall, and from 
there the road to Kalay was relatively flat and easily 
traversable, regardless of how little light they would have. 
Since the note did not say they were in any immediate 
danger, nor that they would have to warn the citizens at 
Patcher's Place, the three adepts bypassed the small 
mountain community and heeded the adults' instructions to 
the dot. 


As expected, the skies were dark when they passed through 
the gates of Kalay, and each of them were glad to see paved 
paths and the residential buildings illuminated by the 
torchlight along the roads. 


"Your mom's place is closest to here, right?" Tyrell directed 
the question to Matthew as they paced down one of the 
paved brick roads. 


"Yeah," he replied quietly, readjusting one of the straps 
slung over his shoulder. "I haven't seen her in a few years, 
though. This might be...a little weird." 


"You'll be fine," Karis reassured him. "It's not like any of us 
are strangers, and besides, that note said that she already 


heard about what's going on, so there shouldn't be any 
problems." 


Matthew shrugged, and the three friends stopped at a fork in 
the road where their paths would split. 


"Sorry, Tyrell," Matthew apologized, a slightly guilty 
expression on his face, "I'd offer to let you stay at my place, 
but...well, you know that it's really only good for 
accommodating two people. | mean, it was fine when we 
were kids, but-" 


"I know, it's fine," Tyrell waved off the apology, finding it 
unnecessary. "I still have enough gold to last me at least a 
month at the inn, so I'll be okay for now. Really, don't feel 
bad about it." 


With only a simple goodbye, Tyrell and Karis watched 
Matthew head off for Jenna's household before the two of 
them continued down the path towards their destinations. 
Every so often, Karis would cast Tyrell furtive glances, 
quickly looking away whenever he so much as sniffed. While 
he pretended not to notice, her constant looks were 
beginning to irritate him. Giving no warning, he suddenly 
turned towards her before she had a chance to look the 
other way. 


"Eep!" she squealed, jumping slightly at his sudden 
movement. "D-Don't do that! You scared me half to death!" 


"Oh, excuse me," Tyrell retorted sarcastically, returning his 
gaze to the path before them. "I didn't realize there was a 
double standard on staring at people." 


Karis grumbled something incomprehensible, and Tyrell 
flicked his eyes in her direction to see her cheeks flushed 


slightly, though he couldn't be sure if she was embarrassed 
from freaking out or getting caught looking at him. 


After what felt like hours of awkward silence, Tyrell sighed 
and turned to Karis. "So, are you gonna tell me why you 
were staring at me or are we just going to keep walking with 
all this awkwardness?" 


",..you...inn..." Karis mumbled. 

"What was that?" 

"Are...stay..." 

"Uh...come again?" 

"Ugh, | said 'are you really going to stay at an inn?!" 


This time, it was Tyrell's turn to jump at her sudden outburst, 
and while he didn't cry out as she had, his expression was 
certainly animated enough to match the scream she had 
earlier elicited. When he found that his heart rate had 
returned to normal, the Mars adept was able to take a breath 
and respond to her question. 


"Probably. It's not like | have a family to stay with like you 
and Matthew do. Why? What's it to you?" 


Wearing an unsatisfied look on her face, Karis puffed up one 
of her cheeks. As hard as he tried, Tyrell couldn't tell what 
she was thinking, and it was times like these that he wished 
he had Ivan's mind-reading powers or Sveta's Spirit Sense. 
Unfortunately, there was no way he would ever acquire such 
abilities naturally, so he would have to continue wondering 
about the minds of women for the rest of his life, granted it 
wasn't as though understanding people of any gender had 
proven very easy for him. 


"Well, |..." Karis started slowly, shaking her head as she tried 
to reform whatever it was she was trying to say. "It's just 
that...no... | was thinking... Um..." 


“Sometime tonight would be nice." 


"You needed to read that book, right?" she suddenly blurted, 
pointing to the top of the book peeking out of one of Tyrell's 
bags. 


Scratching his head in the utmost confusion, Tyrell pulled 
the book out of his bag as if it might help him understand 
why she had made such a random statement; it didn't. "Uh, 
yeah? I'm supposed to start it once | get settled someplace. 
What does me staying at an inn have anything to do with 
it?" 


Karis fidgeted with her fingers as she twirled them in little 
circles in front of her. Tyrell watched as she unconsciously 
created tiny sparks between her fingertips, and continued to 
be confused by her...odd facial expression. She seemed to 
be avoiding looking at him, though he couldn't understand 
why. Then again, if there was a reason for her acting so 
weird, he wasn't sure he wanted to know. 


"Well, i-inns don't have very good lighting," she stuttered in 
a failed attempt to sound matter-of-fact, continuing to keep 
her gaze away from him. "It'll be hard to read if y-you're just 
using an oil lamplight." 


"I'm a Mars adept. If | have to, I'll make my own light 
source." 


"Y-You could, but then you'll risk burning the pages. That's p- 
probably the only copy of that book, so if you burn it-" 


"Karis, just spit it out already. Look, both of us are tired, so 
the sooner you say what you need to, the quicker we can 
head off and get to bed." 


"Ifyouwantyoucanstayatmyhousebutit'snotlikelwantyoutoora 
nythingokay?" 


An awkward silence ensued as the two of them stopped 
walking. Karis had her eyes tightly shut and her body 
tensed, bracing herself for some kind of reaction, as if she 
thought he might laugh at her for what she'd just said. In 
truth, Tyrell was taking a moment to determine whether or 
not he'd actually understood what she said. He was fairly 
certain he'd caught everything, but his reason for being 
unsure was that she was acting so strangely about it. There 
was no reason for her to be embarrassed; then again, was 
this how she usually acted when embarrassed? 


Chuckling slightly and gently patting her head, he playfully 
raised an eyebrow as she opened her eyes and relaxed her 
muscles. "Why are you acting so weird about this? Were you 
embarrassed to invite me to stay at your place?" 


"N-No! | just don't usually invite guys over..." 
"It wouldn't be the first time I've stayed over before." 


"We aren't kids anymore, Tyrell. Believe it or not, it's kind of 
embarrassing for people our age to invite members of the 
opposite sex to stay over at their house." 


"Then, should | just thank you for the offer but stay at the 
inn anyway? | mean, if you're embarrassed by it, then | can 
just save you the trouble." 


"Grah! You're so frustrating, you know that?!" 


Without giving him a chance to respond, the Jupiter adept 
firmly grasped his wrist and dragged him along the path, 
passing the road to the inn without hesitation. Unable to 
fully wrap his head around her thought processes, Tyrell 
simply laughed and allowed her to pull him along to her 
home. 


Upon reaching the small manor, Karis, in her angered state, 
threw the front doors open with a fair amount of force. 
Standing before them was Ivan, looking as though he was 
about to head off to bed. A pair of gold-rimmed spectacles 
sat upon the man's nose, slightly magnifying his half-opened 
eyes. His face was slightly unshaven, though not unkempt, 
and the older adept blinked a few times before any sort of 
greeting was made. 


"Ah, Karis, you're back," he said plainly, as if she had simply 
stepped out to run an errand as opposed to being gone for 
months on end. 


However, in her current state of mind, she dismissed her 
father's lack of a greeting so she could drag Tyrell all the 
way into the main hall. "Yes, I'm home. And this lug is going 
to be staying with us because he doesn't have anywhere 
else to go." 


Upon hearing such a statement, Ivan's eyes opened all the 
way, and he pushed his glasses up in a devious manner. In 
all the years he had been working on serious projects, Ivan's 
slight mischievous streak had never left him. Even his first 
project on harnessing the power of electricity in machines 
had been used as a practical joke upon his wife Samantha, 
for which he had paid for appropriately; however, thanks to 
this unorthodox test, their home was one of few that 
contained electrically powered light. 


"Is he now?" Ivan chortled, slowly crossing his arms in front 
of his chest. "Well, | certainly have no problem with it, but 
we'll have to let your mother know." Turning his head over 
his shoulder to call up the stairs, lvan kept his eyes focused 
on his daughter and Tyrell. "Oh, Saaaam! Karis is back, and 
she brought home a boy that she /nsists will be living with 
us from now on!" 


"WHAT?!" Almost immediately after the words left his mouth, 
a woman bearing a striking resemblance to Karis with 
Slightly bluer hair came rushing down the stairs in naught 
but a bathrobe. Before they knew what was happening, both 
Tyrell and Karis were being held up by the collars of their 
Shirts, feet dangling while the surprisingly strong, non-adept 
woman glared at them. However, after taking a moment to 
realize who they were, she softened her gaze and put them 
back down. 


"Hi, Mom," Karis chuckled sheepishly. 


"Welcome home, sweetie," Sam responded, sharply turning 
toward her husband and smacking him on the head. "Ivan, 
I'm getting real tired of your crap." 


Ivan simply chuckled and stuck out his tongue, rubbing the 
top of his head where Sam had hit him. "Heh, you've been 
saying that for the past eighteen years, but | haven't seen 
any divorce papers. You must love me too much." 


"Nope, I'm in it for the money. | hope you die soon so that | 
get to keep everything." 


"Oh, don't be that way. I'll leave it all to my other wife if you 
keep acting like this." 


Playfully bantering all the way back upstairs, Karis and Tyrell 
were soon left alone, rather unsure of how to feel react after 


witnessing such an unusual exchange of words. It was quiet 
enough that the hum of electric lights throughout the manor 
could be heard, and it wasn't until Karis cleared her throat 
that any other sound was made. 


"G-Gods, they are such teenagers, it's embarrassing!" 


Tyrell blinked at her a couple of times before letting out a 
breathy chuckle over her ironic statement. Knowing exactly 
how Karis and her parents acted, he would never have to 
question where she got her genes. 


"The guest room is this way, right?" Tyrell asked, pointing 
down one of the halls. 


"Oh, uh, yeah," Karis said as she began leading the way. 
Once there, she bid him goodnight and left him to unpack 
the few belongings he'd managed to bring. 


With everything unpacked, Tyrell changed into a pair of 
sleeping shorts and threw his shirt off. He had no intention 
of going to sleep right away, but it was more convenient to 
be ready for it in case he passed out unexpectedly. 


Crawling under the covers, the muscular sixteen-year-old 
leaned against the headboard and clicked on the lamp 
beside his bed. While Karis' argument that the inn's oil 
lamps were too dim for reading was a pathetic excuse for 
why he should stay at her manor, he certainly appreciated 
the brightness of electricity, though the concept of how it 
worked never ceased to confound him. 


Reaching to the leather-bound book sitting on the desk 
beside him, Tyrell flipped open the cover to read the title of 
the book his father had left for him. 


"Blue Fire: Memoirs of a Mars Adept," he read aloud, 
scratching his head in a mixture of interest and confusion. 
"Did Dad want to leave me with...an autobiography?" 


"Ah, so you have it with you," a voice said from the doorway, 
startling Tyrell as he was about to turn the page. Looking up, 
he saw Ivan standing there with his face clean-shaven and 
glasses hanging by a chain around his neck. "It's a good 
read, especially since | never would have taken Garet for a 
writer." 


"You've read this?" Tyrell asked, looking back down at the 
neat curvature on the cover page. 


"Sure, a few months back when he first finished it," Ivan said 
nonchalantly, leaning against the doorframe in a more 
comfortable position. "For the most part, | already knew 
about everything from either being there or hearing about it 
directly from him. Well, | guess | read his mind a couple 
times, too, but usually it was accidental, as I'm sure you 
know that my abilities have heightened to the point where | 
almost automatically read people's thoughts without trying 
to." 


Flipping through the pages and seeing that each one was 
filled with words, diagrams, and dated photographs from 
when the camera was first invented, Tyrell returned to the 
cover page and looked back up at Ivan. "Why did he leave 
this with me? If he wanted to tell me about his life, couldn't 
he have just done it in person?" 


Ivan simply shook his head and closed his eyes, adopting a 
more serious expression on his face. "I'm sure he would if he 
could, but it's not quite as simple as that. You were likely too 
young to remember this, but | was surprised when Isaac told 
you, Matthew, and Karis about his story following our 


adventure. You see, after we returned, both he and your 
father went through more hardship than most people 
experience in their entire lives, and it took them a long time 
to recover. Garet was always better at hiding it, but I think 
that's why it might have eaten away at him for a longer 
amount of time." 


"You mean-" 


"| believe he left you with that because he wants you to 
know about him, but he couldn't find the strength to tell you 
directly. There are quite a few things in there; things about 
Garet's past, the good times, the bad times, and even things 
about your mother." 


Tyrell's eyes widened at the last statement. His mother, a 
woman he had never met, nor had ever asked about. He 
wasn't even sure if it was a real memory, but Tyrell seemed 
to recall someone saying it was a touchy subject to bring up 
around his father, so he had simply never questioned it. 
However, that did not mean that the young man was not 
curious about the woman who had given birth to him. In 
fact, he often wondered who she was, where she was, and 
why his father was not with her. These were just a few of the 
questions he had but knew he could not ask about. Would 
this book really answer everything he wanted to know? 


"Yes, yes it will," lvan said, apparently having read Tyrell's 
mind inadvertently, "though | can't promise that everything 
in that book is positive; in fact, the tragic events far 
outweigh the good, even if they are fewer in number. | know 
for sure that there is at least one lesson that Garet wants 
you to take from reading that book." 


"Oh, what's that?" Tyrell asked, sticking his fingers under the 
cover page as he prepared to turn it. 


Standing up straight and smiling, Ivan spoke once more 
before closing the door and heading off to bed, leaving Tyrell 
to read in privacy. 


"You'll have to read it and find out for yourself." 


Ah, a fresh start to a new-ish premise on a familiar story. For 
anyone who read WIH: Yes, this will be presented in much 
the same manner that its parent story was, with the story 
having small sections from the 'present'. In this story, 
however, the main people involved are Tyrell and Ivan, with 
the others (Karis, Matthew, Sam, potentially Jenna) possibly 
having small roles, as his reading won't all be completed in 
one sitting, as opposed to how Isaac's story was told all in 
one go. 


For any newcomers who did not read WiH, I'll try to cover 
any confusing bits here, but feel free to ask questions in 
your reviews and I'll message you back about them, though 
if it will be covered in the story, then | will say as much. 


1: Samantha is an OC and Ivan's wife/Karis' mother. As 
stated, she is a non-adept who looks almost exactly like an 
older Karis except that her hair is slightly more blue-green 
than green. Since | may glaze over this later without 
explaining it, she's also a professor on psynergy stones at 
the University of Kalay. 


2: While this prologue gives the impression of being a story 
about Tyrell, do not be fooled, as it is very much not, thus 
the reason it is a prologue as opposed to the first actual 
chapter. Throughout the story, Tyrell and Ivan will have small 
conversations that "interrupt" the story, but this is simply 
because the actual story itself has already happened ina 


sense. Trust me, that explanation sounds a lot more 
confusing than it actually is. 


3: Ivan, Sam, and Karis live in a manor because Ivan is the 
adopted son of the ruler of Kalay, a city that basically blew 
up to the size of a kingdom. Aside from being the son of a 
merchant king or whatever Hammet would be considered, 
Ivan is also an engineer/inventor, hence the canonical 
invention of the Soarwing and as this story's inventor of 
harnessing electricity (he's like the Ben Franklin of Weyard). 
TL;DR, Ivan's adoptive family is rich, he makes a lot of 
money, his wife makes a lot of money. 


4: l'm a Sparkshipper. There won't be any explicit 
Sparkshipping (nor any DD ships since this is a story about 
the original eight), but it may come up in those 
"interruptions." 


5: Again, though it shouldn't be necessary, | really do 
recommend reading WiH, as it will really help your 
understanding of the story. In fact, you could even do it after 
this story is complete, since neither is a sequel to the other 
(except for the 'present day’ segments, but those aren't 
nearly as important). Hopefully I'm not coming off as a 
Shameless advertisement for myself, but | really think it'll 
help your understanding. 


| think that should cover any questions you might have, but 
as | said before, ask me if you're unsure about anything and 
I'll get it cleared up. And for all the WiH readers who know 
what ultimately happens with Garet and who Tyrell's mother 
is and whatever else, don't go spouting spoilers in your 
reviews. It may be tempting, but if you do, l'Il just end up 
removing your review so that it doesn't ruin it for everyone 
else. 


Well, that about does it for this. Thanks for checking it out 
and | hope you'll stick around! Don't forget to leave a 
review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


P.S. - GoldenSunGuyl17, | swear to Sol if you start reading 
this story and don't update The Guardians sometime soon, | 
will literally slap you through the Internet. No joke. I'm 
thankful that you're helping me rebuild Norende in Bravely 
Default but you seriously need to update that shit. 


P.P.S. - Droory will second this notion. 
P.P.P.S - But seriously, do it. 


P.P.P.P.S - Do it nao. Baaakaaa~ 


*Chapter 2*: Ceremony: A Hero's 
Home 


No reviews? Sad face, though I'm not too surprised, 
considering Flameshipping isn't as big as Vale, Mud, Dawn, 
Spark, Spirit, and whatever else is trending right now. Ah 
well, it's still too early in the story anyway. Hopefully things 
pick up from here. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Ceremony: A Hero's Home 


Home. It was a sight Garet and his companions thought they 
might never see again. It was a marvelous sight to behold, 
and the adepts were glad to be in a welcoming place after 
all of their hardships. 


Having finally completed the rebuilding of New Vale on a 
mountain farther from where Mt. Aleph once stood, the 
villagers were able to breathe peacefully once again. It had 
taken two long years, but with aid coming from both Vault 
and Kalay, everyone was simply glad to see the village 
restored to all its former glory. From the endless green 
pastures to the sparkling river flowing down the centre, 
every survivor from the Golden Sun event could agree that 
this new village was equal to, if not better, than the original. 


Though the teachings of Vale had always contradicted what 
the heroes’ efforts ended up becoming, it was clear that the 
world had not been destroyed upon the lighting of the 
beacons. With further explanation from the Wise One prior 
to the Golden Sun event, the Valeans were saved from 
destruction thanks to the very conflicting nature of their 


teachings. While it had initially been difficult to accept that 
generations of their knowledge were false, no citizen of Vale 
could deny that Weyard had been saved, and thus the end 
justified the means. 


At the north end of town, the villagers began filing out of the 
sanctum, their cheerfulness perfectly reflected onto the 
sunny scenery. On this day, the day that marked the 
completion of New Vale, it seemed only fitting to reward the 
heroes of Weyard. Complete with titles befitting royalty, 
each adept had been knighted in what may be remembered 
as one of New Vale's most extravagant ceremonies. For some 
of the heroes, the idea of being deemed saviours was more 
than they had ever imagined becoming. 


"Sir Garet: Hero of Flames, huh?" Garet mumbled to himself 
as he exited alongside the others. "Probably the best title 
out of everyone's." 


"Pfft, you wish," Jenna laughed and shoved him slightly. "It's 
so plain! | don't usually judge things the Great Healer does, 
but he should have put some more thought into your title." 


"You're just jealous because you got 'Fiery Justice’. What 
does that even mean? By the way, 'Sir Garet' sounds way 
better than 'Dame Jenna’. People will call me 'Sir' now, but 
you're still just plain old Jenna." 


"Why, you!" 


"Play nice now, kids," Felix chuckled, stepping between his 
sister and Garet. "Are you really arguing about receiving a 
prestigious title from the Great Healer? | swear, have either 
of you ever heard the word 'humility' once in your lives?" 


Both Mars adepts gave each other another playful glare and 
turned away. With Felix there, they wouldn't be able to finish 


this argument right now, but they most definitely would 
later. 


"Besides," the older Venus adept added, "the best title is 
obviously 'Lord Felix: Protector of Weyard and Slayer of 
Darkness’." 


Laughing at the older man's added quip, Garet turned 
around to say something to Isaac, but gave a confused look 
upon noticing the absence of his best friend amongst their 
usual group of eight. "Hey, where'd Isaac run off to?" 


"He said he had something he wanted to check out," Ivan 
answered plainly. "I think he had a place in mind, but he 
wouldn't say where." 


"Lazy bum," Garet chuckled, resting his hands behind his 
head as the group began filing down a long staircase. "I bet 
he's just making up some excuse so he doesn't have to help 
set up for the party." 


"Lazy? Are you talking about Isaac or yourself, Garet?" 
Sheba giggled. Everyone laughed along, and Garet even 
cracked a smile; after all, she wasn't exactly incorrect. 


When the group of companions reached the inn where the 
party would be held, they all got straight to work with 
whatever they could. Jenna went into the kitchens to help 
with the cooking, Mia began washing dishes, Ivan and Sheba 
began setting up decorations, and the remaining three 
young men were left to help with the manual labour: moving 
tables, setting up the band's space, sweeping up the floors, 
amongst other things. 


Despite having spent the past two years doing nothing but 
aiding in the construction of New Vale, Garet found this work 
to be rather enjoyable, refreshing even. It wasn't as though 


the work itself was much easier than some of the other tasks 
he'd had to perform, but the fact that they were doing this 
for recreation rather than the restoration of their lives made 
it seem much more relaxed. If this was how things in New 
Vale would continue, then he would gladly accept such an 
easygoing lifestyle. 


As the sun began to set on the horizon, the final touch-ups 
were made on the inn. Clapping the dust from his hands, 
Garet gratefully plopped himself down onto a chair and let 
out a deep breath. 


"Will you have enough energy for the actual party?" Mia 
giggled, stepping out from the kitchen with Jenna. 


"Heh, you kidding, Mia?" Garet chuckled sending a big grin 
in the girls' direction. "As soon as the music starts going, I'll 
be up and moving like there's no tomorrow." 


"The irony being that this party is to celebrate the fact that 
there wi// be a tomorrow," the healer stated amusedly as she 
came and sat at the table with him. 


Garet's eyes followed Jenna as she exited the building and 
hurried off into the village. Though he knew just how 
obvious he was being, he couldn't seem to take his eyes off 
her cinnamon hair flowing behind her as she quickly made 
her way up the hill. Before long she was out of sight, and he 
was left staring out the window. 


"| guess she went to find Isaac," he mumbled quietly, more 
as a voiced thought than to create a conversation. 


"It would seem that way," Mia answered in a peaceful 
manner. "I'm sure she is anxious to see her boyfriend after 
spending all day in the kitchens, especially while he was off 
doing something else." 


"Makes sense." 


There was a brief silence between the two of them, filled in 
only by the sounds of Felix, Piers, Sheba, and Ivan talking 
about something or other over the bar counter. Though his 
attention was fixed out the window, Garet could feel Mia's 
gaze focused on him. Slowly turning toward her, he felt 
slightly confused to see her giving him what appeared to be 
a sympathetic smile. 


"You're...a very good friend, Garet," she said as he was about 
to open his mouth to speak. 


Blushing slightly, the flame user diverted his eyes for a 
moment to regain his composure. "O-Of course | am! ...But 
what makes you say that?" 


Watching as she turned her gaze out the window where he 
had watched Jenna from, Mia explained herself. "You don't 
need to pretend for me, Garet. | Know how you feel about 
Jenna; it's fairly obvious from the way you speak with and 
look at her. I'm sure it must hurt you to see her and your 
best friend together, even if only a little bit. You don't let it 
show, though; at least, not when they're around. Your 
kindness never ceases to surprise me." 


Again, Garet found himself looking away from the healer to 
hide his flushed cheeks. Had he really been so obvious, or 
was it simply that Mia was being perceptive of his actions? 
He had never tried very hard to hide his feelings for Jenna, 
but he had hoped that it only looked as though he was very 
close with her. To have someone tell him outright that they 
knew made him feel a little insecure about his situation. 


"I-It's nothing worth being proud of," Garet stuttered a bit. 
"Jen and Isaac...well, they've always sort of been a couple. | 
mean, they didn't get together until we started rebuilding, 


but everyone in town always knew they would get together 
someday; | was no exception. | can't say I'm not jealous, but 
I'm happy that things have worked out for them. Besides, it's 
not like Jenna's the only girl in New Vale; maybe I'll find 
someone else." 


"Mm," Mia hummed. Gracefully getting to her feet, the 
Mercury adept turned to Garet before exiting the inn. "I 
think I'll go for a walk before the party begins. Thank you, 
Garet. You've given me some helpful insight into a personal 
matter of my own." 


Before he had a chance to ask her what she meant, Mia was 
already out the door and on her way. Watching the aqua- 
haired girl out the window, Garet noticed as Jenna came into 
view and stopped to say something to Mia. Though he 
couldn't tell what they were saying, he got an idea from 
when Mia spoke and Jenna replied by pointing in the 
direction from where she had just come from. Continuing on 
their separate ways, Jenna re-entered the building a few 
moments after. 


"D'you find Isaac?" Garet called to her. 


"Yep!" she said happily, bouncing over to where he was and 
taking the seat Mia had previously been in. "He was just 
standing up on the bridge: the one by the big pond next to 
the sanctum. You were right about him being lazy, though. 
He's just been up there looking at the water this whole 
time." 


Garet grinned, shaking his head as he let out a breathy 
chuckle. "He'll never change, will he? Maybe he's subtle 
about it with other people, but | know him too well for any of 
his tricks to work on me." 


"That's one of the perks of having childhood friends," Jenna 
laughed, leaning back in her chair, "we can see exactly what 
each other are thinking pretty much whenever we want. 
There's no need for Jupiter adepts when it's just us three." 


"Oh, so are we just dead weight?" 


Jumping slightly, the two Mars adepts turned to see that 
Ivan and Sheba had strolled over to their table. Both of the 
younger teens smirked down at their slightly guilty-looking 
friends. There was never any telling what might happen if 
Ivan or Sheba caught a remark or fleeting thought that 
could be viewed in a negative way. Of course, they never 
tended to take such things to heart, but it was in their 
nature to retaliate by playing some kind of prank on the one 
who had made the remark or thought. 


"Don't tease them," Felix said as he and Piers made their 
way from the bar counter. Tousling Sheba's hair, he added, 
"They're probably not smart enough to deny it, anyway." 


"Hey!" 


"| doubt I will ever understand how you are able to speak 
about your own sister in such a negative manner, even if 
only in a jest," Piers half-sighed, half-chuckled. 


While Garet was rather used to being teased, Jenna's red 
cheeks and unhappy expression spoke volumes. Angrily 
getting to her feet, she stormed off to the kitchen, leaving 
the spotlight on the only other Mars adept. However, rather 
than playing along with his friends’ teasing, Garet stood up 
a few moments later and followed after her. He was pretty 
sure that Jenna was not actually angry, but it could never 
hurt to check; after all, Jenna wasn't exactly what one might 
describe as cool, calm, and collected. 


Cautiously stepping onto the stony floors of the kitchen, 
Garet peeked his head around the corner to see Jenna taking 
her anger out on a boiling pot of water. Despite the 
unsightly burn marks on the pot, he was relieved that she 
had found a rational way to blow off some steam, both 
literally and figuratively. Sighing, he stepped in and made 
his presence known by clearing his throat. 


"You know they were just kidding," he said nonchalantly, 
leaning casually against the counter beside one of the sinks. 
“Ivan and Sheba are always like that. Felix seems a little 
more smug and playful than usual, but | don't really think I'd 
call that a bad thing." 


At first, Jenna didn't respond, and Garet was afraid that his 
words might only have furthered the brunette's anger. 
However, he relaxed as the flames beneath the pot shrunk in 
size and the steam cleared up a bit. 


"I'm not mad at them," she grumbled without looking at him. 
"It just ticks me off when they push my buttons, y'know?" 


"Yeah, but isn't it better to have friends that can do that sort 
of thing? | mean, if they didn't know just the right buttons to 
push, then that would mean they aren't as close, right?" 
Realistically, Garet knew that it didn't take much to sour 
Jenna's mood, but he knew from experience that saying that 
out loud would only make her angry. 


"| guess, but it's still annoying," she huffed. The flames 
finally went out, and Jenna crossed her arms as she leaned 
against the counter opposite Garet. "It's not like you or Isaac 
ever do those types of things to me-" 


Only because we know what'll happen if we do... 


"-and | don't know what makes them mad! Wouldn't that 
mean that | don't know them as well as they know me?" 


"Well, they do have the ability to read minds, so..." 


"You're missing the point! If we're such great friends, then / 
should be able to get on their nerves without being able to 
read minds!" 


Garet twisted his mouth and flexed his brain with all his 
might, but there was something about the way Jenna's 
argument was going that he simply could not follow. Was her 
point that Ivan and Sheba shouldn't bother her, or that she 
should know exactly how to bother them? Maybe she was 
arguing both, but then that would make her whole argument 
some kind of double standard, wouldn't it? As it stood right 
now, she was already upset that there was a sort of double 
standard, so that couldn't be what she was complaining 
about. In any case, this appeared to be the ever mind- 
baffling 'woman logic' that Garet had usually been 
resourceful enough to avoid getting himself involved with. 


"Um...sure," he mumbled confusedly, going with the only 
option he thought could be correct: agreeing with her. 


The sound of approaching footsteps stopped Jenna from 
replying, and both flame users quickly cast their eyes 
toward the entryway. Moments later, a white-clad, 
moustached man stepped in. Slightly surprised to see the 
two of them, he informed them that the party would be 
starting soon and that he would be able to take over the 
kitchen without their, or rather Jenna's, help from here. 
Nodding in affirmation, the two slipped out of the kitchen 
and into the main area where the band had already begun 
setting up their instruments on stage. 


"Oh, | should go get Isaac and Mia!" Jenna said. 


"I'll go with you," Garet added, but by the time the words 
left his mouth, Jenna had somehow already made it through 
the door and out of sight from the window. Sighing, the 
spiky redhead quickly took off after her. 


Almost magically, Jenna had vanished from sight when Garet 
stepped outside. Considering there weren't many people 
out, it should have been somewhat simple to spot her. There 
wasn't any particular reason Garet had for going with her, 
but even the simple act of being by her side during a menial 
task like getting their friends was something that made him 
feel happy. He was well aware that doing so would not 
change the relationship shared between him and Jenna; he 
simply did it because he felt happier by her side. 


"But seriously, where did she go?" he mumbled as he began 
heading up the hill. His only information was that Isaac had 
been up by the pond this whole time, and while the main 
objective was to go retrieve him, Garet's objective was to be 
with Jenna. 


He began to drag his feet a bit as that thought sank into his 
head a bit more. Did he have the right to do what he was 
doing? Sure, he had no intention of making a move on her or 
anything of the sort, but Jenna already had a boyfriend. It 
wasn't just any random guy either; her boyfriend was his 
closest friend. Was he subconsciously making underhanded 
moves to weasel his way in between his best friends? As 
much as he wanted to believe that he wasn't, Garet couldn't 
Shake the thought that his unconscious instincts were acting 
against his moral standings. 


"A good friend," he quoted Mia's words from before. "Heh, if | 
were such a good friend, | wouldn't be trying to get so close 
to Jen. An actual good friend would keep his feelings to 


himself or just back off and try to move on. If anything, I'ma 
sneaky friend." 


As he turned around the side of a short plateau, Garet was 
suddenly knocked to the ground. Hidden behind the wall of 
earth, he didn't see the person coming, though getting lost 
in his thoughts probably hadn't helped much either. 
Groaning and slowly getting to his feet, he looked clearly to 
see who it was that had knocked him over. Of course, 
though, of all the people that could have collided with him, 
it had to be her. 


"You big lug!" Jenna cried as she jumped up to her feet. 
"Watch where you're going!" 


"H-Hey, take it, ow, easy, Jenna!" he defended, shielding 
himself after being punched in the head. "I couldn't see you 
around that wall!" 


"Yeah, but you should've heard me! | was just calling up to 
Isaac and Mia about two seconds ago, so it's not like it 
should have been a surprise that | was right there!" 


"Huh, you were?" Apparently his absentmindedness had 
deafened him to the sound of Jenna's voice. It was strangely 
ironic for thoughts of Jenna to cloud his senses from noticing 
her actual presence. 


He cringed as she landed another good smack to his head 
and stormed off back towards the inn. Ever the quick- 
tempered one, but he wouldn't change anything about her. 
Turning away from the agitated girl, he looked up to see 
Isaac playfully escorting Mia down the hill, his arm held out 
for her as if he were taking her to a fancy ball of some sort. 
With the sun setting over the horizon just behind them, they 
almost seemed like a couple, though Garet couldn't fall for 
such a thought like that. It had likely manifested in his head 


with the hope that if Isaac and Mia were a couple, then he 
might actually have a shot with Jenna. 


Shaking his head at his own inability to stop his mind from 
wandering, Garet turned back towards the inn and paced 
himself down the hill, ever mindful not to catch up to Jenna 
or to allow Isaac and Mia to catch up to him. 


Despite his earlier claim to be fully energized upon hearing 
the music, Garet found himself sitting at a table with a tall 
mug of ale in his hand. Across from him, he watched while 
Sheba tried to drag an unmoving Felix onto the dance floor. 
Turning his auburn eyes toward the dance floor, his gaze 
almost immediately landed on Isaac and Jenna. 


Taking big gulps from his mug, Garet couldn't help noticing 
just how cheerful Jenna looked as she bounced around and 
spun under Isaac's arm. She always looked so happy with 
him, no matter what sort of situation it was. That wasn't to 
say that Jenna seemed unhappy around Garet, but to him it 
felt as though their relationship consisted solely of arguing 
and bickering, whether playful or real. While he had 
accepted that this was just the way that their relationship 
was, he always felt envious of Isaac's and her compatibility. 
Why was it that they just clicked while he found himself as 
the odd piece to their three-person puzzle? 


"You know, you shouldn't stare so obviously." 


Clacking his mug back on the table, Garet turned to see Mia 
pulled up beside him. Smirking, he simply pointed to his ale 
mug. "If | get caught, I'll blame it on this guy right here. I'm 
not really what you'd call a light drinker." 


Mia smiled gently and slowly exhaled as a waitress came 
and brought him another mug. "If you want to dance with 
her, I'm sure she wouldn't mind." 


Choking as he took the first sip of his ale, Garet slowly 
placed the mug back down and gave the healer a serious 
look. "Don't say stuff like that so casually. Besides, | can't 
just go up there and take her from Isaac. I'd look like a total 
scumbag if | did something like that." 


"You're just overthinking it," Mia said, glancing over to where 
the couple was dancing. "They've had a few drinks as well, 
though not as many as you have. I'm sure if you went over 
there and danced with them, then I think it would be fine." 


"Maybe, but | don't want to feel like the awkward third wheel 
or anything like that. Why are you trying to push me to go 
up there, anyway?" 


Mia blinked at Garet, pausing for a moment before forming 
some kind of answer. "Pushing you? | wasn't trying to do 
that; you just seemed like you wanted to go dance with her. 
The way you were staring at her-" 


"Okay, okay, | got it," Garet interrupted, making sure that no 
one had heard what she was saying. "Look, thanks for the 
gesture, Mia, but I'd rather handle things on my own. | don't 
wanna overstep my boundaries or anything, so if that means 
sitting here and watching them have a good time, then I'll 
do exactly that." 


He half-expected Mia to make some sort of remark, but when 
she didn't, he shrugged and quickly downed his ale. Fora 
while, the only activity occurring at their table was Sheba's 
continued efforts to pull Felix to the dance floor. With each 
drink that he finished, Garet caught himself staring at Jenna 
again and again. Interestingly enough, whenever he turned 
away from them, he would usually find Mia staring not at 
him, but at the dancing couple as well. Thanks to the drinks 


he'd had, his hesitation in asking awkward questions was 
more or less eradicated at this point. 


"Say, Mia," he slurred a bit, "what did you have to talk about 
with Isaac earlier?" 


"With I-lsaac?" she squeaked, her cheeks turning a bit pink. 
"N-Nothing in particular. Why do you ask?" 


“Just curious. You said something about me helping you out 
before you went off for a walk. Then | saw you and Isaac 
playing around when you were coming back down the hill, 
so | didn't know what you were doing." 


"W-We didn't do anything!" she stammered, waving her 
hands in front of his face. "You can't just go saying things 
like that, Garet! There's nothing between Isaac and me, and 
he's with Jenna, anyway! A-Accusing me of-" 


"Accusing?" Garet cut her off, cocking his head to the side in 
confusion. "Who accused you of anything? All | said was that 
you guys were goofing around on your way down the hill. 
What might I be accusing you of doing? It's not like you like 
Isaac or anything, do you?" 


Mia's pink cheeks deepened in colour until they were a 
distinct crimson against her pale skin. Luckily for her, Garet 
was a bit too intoxicated at that point to really take much 
notice of her expression. 


"N-No, of course not! He and | are very close, that's all. We're 
just...very good friends. But I'm good friends with all of you, 
so Isaac is no different!" 


“Hmm, too bad," Garet mused, downing his umpteenth mug 
of ale, only for it to be near-instantaneously replenished. "If 
you did, maybe there'd be some kind of odd chance that he 


might go for you instead of Jenna. That would be pretty 
convenient for me." 


"H-However ideal it might be, it's just not that plausible. 
Hypothetically speaking, if | did like Isaac, there's no 
guarantee that that would have any effect on his feelings for 
Jenna. | doubt that my feelings would be able to top hers, if 
it came down to it." 


Slowly turning to face Mia, then to Isaac and Jenna, and then 
back to Mia, Garet sighed and drank deeply from his ale. 
Clunking it back onto the table, he sighed and closed his 
eyes as he realized that Mia's words were painfully truthful. 


"Yeah," he said, resting his chin against his palm, "I guess a 
situation like that...is nothing more than wishful thinking..." 


Angst. Didn't really expect to write Garet in an angsty way, 
but the situation called for it, especially since he hides his 
true feelings in front of Jenna and Isaac. Man, though, it's 
been quite some time since I've written angst and | feel like 
I'm a bit rusty at it. Too much blatant telling of how he's 
feeling as opposed to describing his emotions and whatnot. 
Hopefully it won't take too long to get back into the swing of 
things, but of course the angst won't last for too long, as my 
WiH readers already know. 


Oddly enough, I'm most looking forward to writing the little 
‘present day' segments between Tyrell and Ivan for this 
story. Now, it's possible I'm only feeling that way right now 
because these first few chapters are...| don't want to call 
them rehashes from Garet's perspective but they sort of will 
be up until the first big plot point. I'm hoping that once the 
individual storylines for Garet from this story and Isaac in 
WiH split that my inspiration will kick into high gear and I'll 


be able to start getting creative with the story. Then again, | 
might just be treating myself too harshly right now... 


Anyway, thanks for reading and please review! Can't 
improve until | get feedback! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 3*: Departure 


| need to get back into the writing mood again... | don't have 
writer's block or anything, but lately | just haven't felt like 
writing at all. It would be great if my stories could just write 
themselves...or | could write just by thinking... Oh well, | 
suppose this is what | signed up for. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Departure 


"Morning, Tyrell," Ivan greeted the redhead as he entered 
the dining room. "You're up early; sleep well?" 


"Yeah," Tyrell yawned and sat down across from the older 
man. "We've been waking up early ever since we left to get 
the Roc's feather, so I'm kind of used to it by now." 


"Heh, maybe you should tell that to my daughter," Ivan 
chuckled, taking a sip from his coffee. "She probably won't 
be up until noon, so it looks like you've got some time to kill. 
How are you finding Garet's book?" 


Tyrell twisted his face as he tried to find the best way to 
word his thoughts on his father's autobiography. "Well...to 
be honest, it's kind of weird... It's hard to imagine a grassy 
village like New Vale so close to Mt. Aleph, and it's almost... 
uncomfortable reading about my dad's feelings for 
Matthew's mom." 


Ivan let out a breathy chuckle and sipped his coffee again. "I 
can only imagine how hard picturing some of those things 
must be, considering the way they turned out in the end. In 


any case, try not to feel too uncomfortable delving into 
Garet's personal thoughts, after all, he left the book for you 
to read. His inner feelings will only get heavier from this 
point forward, but there is a reason for all of it." 


"If you Say SO..." 


"Just take it slowly. You three aren't in a rush to go anywhere 
now, so you can pace yourself with that book. If you've got 
nothing else to do, you might as well read some more until 
Karis is up." 


With that, lvan stood and left the table, leaving Tyrell in total 
silence to choose how he would kill the time. 


"Ugh, come on, you idiot, get up!" 


Groaning, Garet squinted through one of his eyes, cringing 
as the sunlight streamed right onto his face. Tightly shutting 
his eyes again, he curled up in a ball and tried to block out 
his siblings' shouts. 


"Garet! You're gonna be late!" Aaron taunted, poking his 
older brother's face at a rapid-fire speed. 


"Don't care; I'm tired," Garet mumbled stubbornly through 
the sheets. 


"You don't care?!" Kay growled, angrily grabbing his blanket 
and tearing it away from him. "Garet, they're your friends, 
aren't they?! If anything, you should be down there right 
now ready to say goodbye! Did you even remember that 
they were all leaving today?" 


Annoyed, the nineteen-year-old scowled at his smirking 
brother and glaring sister as they looked down at him from 
above. Sighing, he slowly shuffled to the edge of the bed 
and began to sit up. Of course he knew that some of his best 
friends were leaving today, which was exactly why he didn't 
want to get up. It wasn't as though he thought that they 
would stay if he didn't bid them farewell, but actually having 
to say goodbye to the people he had spent the past few 
years with was more than a little heartbreaking. Ivan, Sheba, 
Piers, Mia: they were irreplaceable; it was hard to imagine 
what life would be like without them, even though he'd 
spent most of his life not knowing whom they were. 


Standing up, he groggily looked at his siblings and pointed 
to the door. "I need to change; get out." 


Rolling her eyes at him, Kay whirled around and swiftly 
marched out, pulling Aaron along by the collar of his shirt. 
Once the door was shut behind them, Garet immediately 
relaxed and collapsed back on the bed. He couldn't go back 
to sleep at this point, but at least Kay wouldn't be barking 
out orders at him. 


After getting changed and being forced to wolf down his 
breakfast, Garet found himself unenthusiastically striding 
down to the base of the village with his family. Looking 
around, he could see a few other villagers also making their 
way down as well. No one wanted to see the Jupiter and 
Mercury saviours - now known as the Knights of Luna - 
depart from the village they had spent much of their time 
rebuilding, but it was the inevitable outcome of seeing New 
Vale completed. It was selfish to ask them to stay longer, as 
they had already postponed their respective returns home 
for two years. 


Coming to the base of the village, the townspeople allowed 
him and his family to step toward the front of the crowd 
where Isaac and Jenna's families were located. Now that he 
could actually see Ivan, Sheba, Piers, and Mia standing 
beneath the arch with their belongings, his heart sank even 
further, and it took all his strength just to keep his head up. 


Hardly even listening as Jenna tearfully asked if they had to 
leave already, Garet grumbled to himself and kicked a few 
pebbles into the nearby creek. Why did they all have to live 
so far away? The Valeans would be lucky if they got to see 
Ivan from time to time, but it was unlikely that the other 
three would have the time to travel all the way here any 
more than once every few years. Could things get worse at 
this point? 


"Felix, are you coming?" asked Sheba. Jenna, Garet, and 
Isaac looked up in surprise at the twenty-year old brother of 
Jenna. Felix gave them a sheepish look of guilt, realizing 
that he had forgotten to tell them. 


"I,..uh...guess | never told you guys..." he began, scratching 
at the stubble on his chin, "I'm taking Sheba back to Lalivero 
myself. | thought it would make sense since she's got the 
longest journey ahead of her. | should probably make 
amends with Faran...you know...with the whole kidnapping 
and all..." 


Cursing under his breath, Garet turned away as Felix hugged 
Jenna and joined the others beneath the arch. Sure, Felix 
would only be gone for a few months, but with him gone as 
well, this whole town would just seem empty. At this point, it 
wouldn't surprise the Mars adept if Isaac and Jenna also 
stated that they would be leaving, though he knew that 
neither would look so depressed right now if that were the 
case. 


As a silence ensued, the sound of Isaac's father clearing his 
throat caught everyone's attention, and they all turned to 
him as he spoke. 


"Well, | suppose now would be the time to say your 
goodbyes," said Kyle, realizing that they needed a little push 
to continue. 


"Yes," added Dora, placing her hand on Isaac's shoulder, "the 
longer you let this go on, the harder it will be to say what 
you need to." 


Feeling hands on his own shoulders, Garet turned his head 
to see his parents giving him reassuring smiles. "Go on, son. 
Saying goodbye is a part of life. You'll see them all again 
someday, so don't act like this is the end." 


With a light shove, Garet stumbled forward a couple of steps 
and ended up right in front of Mia. Unsure of he should do, 
he stared blankly at the healer as she smiled sorrowfully. 


"It's funny," Mia spoke gently, filling the silence between 
them, "when we first met, | was a little scared of you, but 
once we started talking, you turned out to be a big teddy 
bear." 


Blushing and smirking awkwardly, Garet chuckled and 
scratched his head. "Hehe, uh, gee, | don't think | would call 
myself a teddy bear, but whatever works for you, | guess." 


Giggling a bit, Mia wrapped her arms around his torso. 
Stunned only for a moment, given that Mia was typically a 
bit gentler with her actions, he returned the embrace and 
smiled. 


"Good luck with Jenna," Mia whispered to him, loosening her 
hold as he tensed up. "Even if things don't change with her, 


I'm sure you'll find someone nice soon. Don't give up." 


With his face feeling like it was on fire, Garet shakily 
released her from his arms and tried to smile naturally. 
Realizing that he was probably making himself look like a 
fool, he gave a little nod to the healer and traded places 
with Jenna, who had just finished saying her goodbyes to 
Piers. 


"It has been quite an adventure," Piers said, grasping Garet's 
right elbow with his right hand and placing his left on the 
flame user's shoulder. 


"Sure has," Garet said solemnly as he returned the 
Lemurian's friendship gesture. "I feel bad that we never 
really had much of a chance to talk, Piers. We were always 
busy with our own tasks; | guess the muscles had to get 
spread out during reconstruction." 


Laughing, the Lemurian patted Garet's shoulder firmly. 
"That's very true, but if there is one thing | have learned 
about you, Garet, it is that you always say just the right 
things to bring about laughter. I'll sorely miss your humour 
while I sail the seas, and eagerly look forward to when we 
will meet again." 


Flashing Piers a toothy grin, the two men shook their arms 
once and separated from their hold. Continuing to move 
down the line of adepts, Garet went over to Sheba, as Felix 
was discussing something with his parents. Trying not to 
laugh as their youngest companion craned her neck 
upwards at him, the Mars adept smiled down at her. 


"I am not that short; you're just tall!" she harrumphed before 
he could even say anything, puffing up her cheeks and 
placing her hands on her hips. 


"Read my mind, did you?" he chuckled back. 


"| didn't have to," she responded, her forced frown giving 
way to a smirk. "You're just way too easy to read, Garet. I'm 
surprised Jenna hasn't found out-" 


"Oh, I'm going to miss you too, Sheba! So, so, sooo much!" 
Garet exaggerated, quickly pulling her into a tight embrace 
to cut off her sentence. "Whatever will | do with- Ow!" 


Yelping and releasing her, he saw her giggle as a couple of 
small sparks passed along her fingertips. "Heehee, yes, I'll 

miss you so much, Garet. Where else will | find such a good 
victim for messing around with?" 


He scrunched his face at the younger girl, but she just stuck 
her tongue out at him. Giggling a bit, he felt his heart sink 
as her eyes began to shimmer and she softened her 
expression. "It's so weird that we'll be separating now, after 
all this time. You all were...were like the family | wish I'd had. 
l-I won't f-forget you, So p-promise you won't forget me, 
okay?" 


"Sheba," Garet mumbled, pulling her into a genuine 
embrace this time. "I can't go forgetting my mischievous 
little sister, now, can I? Don't even think for a moment that 
any of us will forget about you or each other. You'll see; we'll 
be back together before you know it." 


Giving him a light squeeze and separating, Sheba wiped her 
eyes and smiled at him. Nodding to each other, Garet 
switched with Jenna again, who had been saying goodbye to 
Ivan. Turning to the male Jupiter adept, both of them looked 
at each other, uncertain of how to begin saying goodbye. 


Unlike the others, Ivan had joined up with Isaac and Garet 
almost the day after they had first met. While their 


companionship began oddly, the then-fifteen-year-old had 
quickly become fast friends with the Valeans. By the time 
they had reached Imil and met Mia, the three boys were 
already like a band of brothers, and it was difficult for Garet 
to think of parting with someone he considered his brother. 
True, he already had a biological brother and sister, but the 
people he had met on this journey felt more like family than 
his actual family did now. 


"Gosh, you'll make me blush," Ivan chuckled, bringing Garet 
back to reality. 


"Heh, you and Sheba have no sense of privacy at all," Garet 
shook his head and chuckled breathily. 


Ivan glanced over to where Sheba and Jenna were currently 
crying and hugging before turning back to Garet. "We had a 
lot of fun, though," Ivan said, the mischievous smirk 
disappearing from his face. "I...l can't even imagine what I'd 
be doing right now if you and Isaac hadn't helped me catch 
those bandits. It seems so long ago...but it's a memory l'Il 
never forget, no matter how insignificant it might be." 


Grasping Ivan's hand in a firm handshake, the Mars adept 
grinned widely at his younger companion. "Insignificant? 
Ivan, I'm almost positive that Isaac and | would have gotten 
ourselves killed if we hadn't met you. | mean, even if we 
were strong enough to handle monsters without you, we 
probably would have ended up killing each other over our 
disagreements. You're a bro now, so don't act like our 
friendship was insignificant." 


"Y-Yeah, you're right," the wind user responded, gripping 
Garet's hand in return before the two of them pulled 
together into a manly embrace. 


"Anyway, you'll be around Kalay for a while, so we should be 
able to see you whenever you come here to trade your 
goods, right?" 


"Yeah, I'll try to head over as much as I can before heading 
off to Contigo. Actually, I'm surprised you remembered me 
telling you I'd be in Kalay for a while. Isaac thought I'd be 
going straight back to Contigo to ask Hama some 
questions." 


Pulling away from each other, Garet grinned and placed his 
hands behind his head in a relaxed manner. "My memory is 
good when | want it to be. Make sure you bring me some free 
stuff when you're here!" 


"Hah, is that all I'm good for?" Ivan laughed. 


"Why else would | wanna see your ugly mug?" Garet 
laughed as well, fist-bumping the Jupiter adept and turning 
to see if everyone had finished saying their goodbyes. 


The sight he was met with was a bit unexpected. 


At the end of the row, Mia held Isaac's hands in her own as a 
blue glow flowed out of her fingertips. As she reopened her 
eyes, the two of them hugged, mumbling things to each 
other that the Mars adept could not hear from this distance. 
While it only seemed natural that they would hug before Mia 
left, Garet was a bit shocked to see a tear roll down Isaac's 
cheek. 


Over the course of their journey, Garet and Ivan had 
constantly teased Isaac and Mia about how lovey they 
looked together. It was clear to see that, out of the three 
guys, Mia had gotten closest to Isaac during their travels. 
They had become extremely close, but Garet was aware that 
Isaac's feelings were of Jenna the entire time, and it was 


likely that Ivan knew that as well. In this current situation, 
however, the leader and healer of their original group being 
a couple seemed a little more than plausible, especially from 
the way their embrace seemed to continue. 


What troubled him more was not the extended goodbye 
between those two, but the sour look that Jenna was sending 
their way. Jenna's relationship to Piers seemed nothing like 
how Isaac's and Mia's had been when all eight adepts had 
first come together. Once they had begun travelling 
together, and all the way up until this point, she had never 
really shown any signs that Mia made her feel jealous, and 
the two girls always seemed to get along just fine. Right 
now, though, Garet had to admit that he didn't envy Isaac's 
position. Even though he knew that hug was platonic, the 
redhead knew that his best friend would have some 
explaining to do to his girlfriend after this. 


Watching as the two of them parted from their lengthy 
embrace, the three Valeans that would be staying in the 
village stepped backwards from their five companions. With 
all of their goodbyes finished, they could only watch as their 
friends slowly picked up their belongings and waved to the 
villagers. Turning around and stepping under the archway, 
Garet, Jenna, and Isaac stared longingly as their friends’ 
figures grew smaller and smaller. Slowly, the townsfolk 
began leaving until only the three of them remained, staring 
out the archway until the five figures disappeared from 
sight. 


In what seemed like mere moments, an entire string of 
events had transpired after Ivan, Sheba, Felix, Piers, and Mia 
had left New Vale. Before he even realized it, Garet found 


himself standing in front of Jenna's front door with his hand 
up to knock. How had this even happened? Of course, he 
knew exactly how it had happened, but it still seemed 
ridiculous that he was now the one trying to apologize for 
Isaac. 


"Isaac, you really owe me big time for this," he mumbled to 
himself. 


Not even a full ten minutes ago, Jenna suddenly ran off from 
where the three childhood friends had been standing. 
Confused about what happened, Isaac had given chase, but 
apparently couldn't catch her. Knowing that they might 
need a mediator, Garet reluctantly dragged himself up in 
the direction they'd run off, only to find Isaac sitting outside 
her house with a disgruntled look on his face. 


"I said go away, Isaac!" Jenna's voice shouted from inside 
the house as Garet rapped his knuckles on the door. 


"Um, it's me, Jen," he called back to her. "Isaac left... Can | 
come in?" 


No response. After a minute or so, he heard footsteps from 
inside, and the lock clicked before Jenna cracked the door 
open to peek through. When it seemed that she'd verified 
that Isaac had, indeed, left the premises, she opened it a bit 
more so that Garet could come in. Quietly stepping through 
the doorway, Jenna shut it behind him and locked it before 
shuffling over toward a sofa and collapsing on it, shoving her 
face into a cushion. 


"Is...iS everything all right, Jenna?" Garet asked slowly, even 
though he knew the answer already. 


"No," she grumbled without looking up. "Did Isaac send you 
in here?" 


"Uh...sort of, but not really," Garet answered, stepping over 
to where she was and taking a seat on the seat 
perpendicular to her. "| played dumb and pretended | didn't 
know why you were upset, but I told him I could talk to you 
since you wouldn't let him in." 


Jenna didn't say anything, causing Garet to sigh and try to 
get as comfortable as he could before starting what might 
become a stressful conversation. "You know that there's 
nothing between him and Mia, right?" Again, Jenna chose 
not to respond, so Garet continued. "Maybe you just never 
noticed how close they were, so I'm guessing that that...long 
goodbye they had was a bit surprising. | don't blame you for 
getting upset, but you should know it was strictly platonic." 


Removing the cushion from her face to leer at Garet, Jenna 
apparently found his explanation unsatisfying. "Why are you 
taking his side over mine? | Know you aren't my boyfriend, 
but you're smart enough to see who's in the wrong here, 
right?" 


Garet blushed at her choice of words and turned away from 
her to avoid any accusations from the agitated brunette in 
front of him. "W-Well, | don't think that either of you is really 
right or wrong. True, he could've made his goodbye less 
sentimental, but | know for a fact that he wasn't thinking of 
it in...that way. It's reasonable that you'd feel jealous, but-" 


"I am not jealous!" she growled, tossing a cushion over at 
him and shoving another one into her face. 


"Okay, okay, not jealous, just angry," Garet apologized and 
gently put the cushion down on his lap. "Look, the point is 
that it was just a farewell hug that lasted a bit too long. If he 
wasn't worried about you, he wouldn't have chased after you 
when you ran off, right?" 


Jenna mumbled something incomprehensible into the pillow, 
but Garet thought he caught a muffled "I suppose" 
somewhere amidst the murmurs. 


"You don't have to go talk to him right away or anything like 
that," Garet added. "I'll just tell him that you don't want to 
talk about it, okay?" 


With only a small nod in his direction, Jenna said nothing 
else, and Garet took it as his cue to leave. He had no idea 
that it would take two months for Jenna to finally forgive 
Isaac for what happened, but after that long period of time, 
they were able to reconcile and go back to being a couple. 


And he could only say that he was happy for them...sort of. 


Ah, not sure what it was, but I liked writing this chapter more 
than the previous one. Perhaps it had to do with writing 
emotions and interactions as opposed to angst. Oh well, it 
doesn't matter. On a different note, | didn't realize how 
much work it would be to constantly look over WiH's 
concurrent chapter to make sure everything was lining up. | 
doubt anyone is going to be nitpicking me over my own 
story, but you never know. 


Hopefully Garet isn't coming off as OOC. | realize that I've 
made him less goofy than most people tend to write him, but 
| figured that this angsty version of himself would work best 
for right now, though | didn't plan to make him quite as... 
smart(?) as he's coming across (at least to me). In any case, 
he should be more in-character once the good things start 
happening, but that won't be for some amount of time... In 
fact, in terms of how long it'll take before there aren't any 
bad things plaguing him, it'll be in about three years... :P. 


Still, there's some good stuff coming up sooner than that, so 
look forward to it! 


Oh, | doubt anyone's wondering (or even noticed) but the 
chapter names will be the same for each coinciding WiH and 
BF chapter (unless it was something specific to Isaac's story 
that doesn't make sense with Garet's). Call it laziness or 
what have you, but | like to see it as artistic branching and 
converging ;P 


Thanks to jaimemrubio1994 and Aditx8e for reviewing! 
Glad to see some returning fans checking this out! :) 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 4*: Confused Emotions 


| hate being sick... Right before finals week too, but there's 
not a lot | can do about that. It seems that whenever finals 
roll around I'm always that one person who sniffles 
throughout the entire thing. Kinda sucks, but at least I'll be 
done soon. I've been ready for this term to end since it 
started in January. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Confused Emotions 


"Sounds like you guys made up," Garet said as he and Jenna 
walked through the village. 


"Mhm," she answered shortly, a small smile gracing her lips. 
"I...realized that | had sort of overreacted to the whole 
situation." 


Garet shrugged. "Only because it lasted for two months. 
Otherwise, | think you had a reason to be at least a bit upset 
with him." 


She nodded and the two Mars adepts continued walking in 
peaceful silence. On this particular day, Garet had not 
planned on meeting up with Jenna, not that he was opposed 
to doing so. He had been running an errand for his 
grandfather when he bumped into her down at the small 
marketplace. Since neither of them had to go anywhere 
right away, they decided to hang out for a bit. 


While this certainly wasn't the first time that Garet had 
spent time alone with Jenna, he felt unsure of himself this 


today. He did not plan on doing anything that he would 
regret, but somehow he always ended up asking about her 
and Isaac's relationship. Of course, he had no advice if she 
ever asked about anything, so hearing about how they were 
getting along only served to cause him pain. 


"You should find yourself a girlfriend, Garet." 


Stopping in his tracks, Garet stared at Jenna as she stopped 
a few steps ahead of him and looked back at him in 
confusion. She had clearly said that only to continue their 
conversation, but the words stung more painfully than he 
expected them to. There was no way she knew that he had 
feelings for her, and even if she did, Jenna would not be so 
cruel as to steer him away from her in such a manner. 


"Garet? Are you okay?" she asked after their brief moment of 
silence. 


"H-Huh? Oh, yeah, sorry, | just remembered something 
stupid is all," he lied, scratching the back of his neck and 
catching up to her. "Anyway, a girlfriend? Where did that 
come from?" 


"Well," she began slowly, tapping her chin as they continued 
walking, "you always ask how things are going with Isaac, 
which is nice, but I'd honestly like to hear how things are 
going in your love life." 


Garet chuckled shakily and held his hands up in front of his 
chest. "Heh, whoa, now, let's not be too hasty. | don't even 
have a love life, so asking me to get a girlfriend seems like a 
bit much, don't you think?" 


Taking a seat on a grassy hillside, Jenna pondered for a 
moment, humming as she looked upwards. "Mm, | think 
you're just pretending not to want a girlfriend. Besides, 


there are plenty of good-looking girls in New Vale, and 
you're a pretty good catch. Funny, tall, muscular, and your 
looks are...well, they aren't bad." 


"Gee, thanks," he said with a smirk as he sat down beside 
her. 


Jenna giggled and hugged her knees to her chest. "In all 
seriousness, though, | think that a lot of girls in this village 
alone would be happy to be your girlfriend." 


"Hmm," Garet mused, laying back and staring up at the sky. 
"Well, even if that were true... | already...have someone that 
|...that | like..." 


"What?!" the brunette cried, practically jumping on top of 
the redhead and pinning him down. "Who is she?! What's 
she like?! You sneaky bastard, hiding this from me!" 


Jenna seemed ignorant to Garet's furiously blushing cheeks, 
caring only about this mystery girl that he had feelings for. 
Garet could feel beads of sweat begin to form on his 
forehead as Jenna's hands placed more and more weight 
onto his chest. For anyone who happened to look, it might 
almost look as if they were doing something indecent in 
public! 


"I-If you g-get off of me, then I'll tell you about her," he said 
Shakily, too afraid to try pushing her off himself. 


Taking a moment to notice the position they were in, Jenna 
chuckled sheepishly and got off of him. Slowly sitting up, 
Garet took a few breaths to help calm himself down from 
Jenna's sudden attack and tried his best to avoid looking 
directly at her. 


"I won't say who she is," he started, "but | don't mind telling 
you what she's like." 


"Yeah, yeah, that's fine, now get on with it!" she egged him 
on enthusiastically. 


Sighing, Garet rested his chin on his palm and did his best 
to explain the girl sitting beside him without letting her 
know that she was the one he was talking about. 


"Let's see... We bicker all the time, but it's obvious that we 
both really have fun messing with each other. Sometimes 
she's a little outspoken and temperamental, but | like that 
she can say what's on her mind...well, most of the time 
anyway, but no one says what they're thinking all the time. 
She's enthusiastic and upbeat, but knows when it's time to 
be serious." 


"Garet." 
"Yeah?" 


"She sounds sweet and all, but | know you're just dying to 
tell me about her looks." 


"Heh, not all guys are pigs, y'know." 


"Heehee, but | know you well enough to know that you're 
too shallow to go for a less-than-decent-looking girl." 


He didn't like to think of himself as being that shallow, but 
Garet shrugged, knowing that physical attraction was 
natural of both sexes and all orientations. He'd be lying if he 
said that he would want to date a girl who on/y had a great 
personality. 


"She's pretty hot," he said nonchalantly, knowing that a 
vague description would keep Jenna in the dark. "Nice body, 
long hair, cute face, pretty eyes." 


"You just described half the girls in the village, no, in all of 
Weyard!" 


"I'm not good with words." 
"Rrgh, you..." 


Both Mars adepts stared each other down for about a minute 
before breaking out into laughter. Garet had no intention of 
going any more in-depth with his descriptions, and Jenna 
knew that she wouldn't be able to convince to do so. Rather 
than bickering about it, the two of them simply allowed their 
laughter to fill what could have been tension and collapsed 
onto the grass. As their giggles died down, they took a few 
deep breaths as they gazed up at the puffy clouds. 


"Well, | don't know who she is from that description," Jenna 
snickered, lightly elbowing her companion in the side, "but 
it sounds like you two would get along well enough. You 
should try asking her out." 


Garet scrunched up his face, thankful that Jenna could not 
see him from the angles that they were lying at. "I would but 
there are some...complicated things that make it so | can't. 
I'd rather not go into it." 


"Why, does she have a boyfriend or something?" 
"That's...part of it." 


"Darn, oh well, don't give up on her, whoever she is." 


Garet could practically hear Sheba's voice echoing around in 
his head. “Oh my gods, Jenna, did you fry your brain or 
something?! It's you! He likes you!" 


"If you're lucky, she and her boyfriend might just break up, 
too," Jenna added offhandedly. 


“That would be awful," Garet said without thinking. 


"Huh? Awful? But wouldn't that be your big chance?" Jenna 
asked, rolling onto her stomach so she could face him. 


Momentarily glancing at her, Garet averted his gaze and 
focused on anything that wasn't the brunette staring at him 
with her cinnamon eyes. "It's just...I...could never take 
advantage of a situation like that... She seems really happy 
with her boyfriend, too. He's not a bad dude or anything, so | 
would feel like an asshole if | tried to do something like that 
right after they broke up." 


Jenna didn't respond right away, so Garet looked down, only 
to regret doing so when he saw her expression. Her eyes 
were wide, and her lips were parted just enough to indicate 
that she was going to say something, but no words left her 
mouth. Perhaps he had said too much. Was it possible that 
she caught on to whom he was referring to because of that? 
He wanted to convince himself that he had been discreet 
enough, but just seeing Jenna's face was enough to send 
him into a minor panic. 


"I...I'm sorry, Garet," she finally managed to squeak out. 


"Hmm?" he responded, lifting his head to look at her again. 
"Why are you apologizing?" 


She chewed her lip for a moment before answering him. "It's 
just...l said something really insensitive and didn't even stop 


to think why it might be... Obviously if you really like this 
girl, then you wouldn't want to take advantage of her being 
upset and heartbroken." 


"Y-Yeah," he said shakily. "B-But it's not really something you 
should feel bad about. You were just trying to give me 
confidence or something, right?" 


"| guess," she answered quietly. "And to think | got mad at 
Isaac for being insensitive... | feel like such a hypocrite." 


"Jen...you don't need to be so hard on yourself. If nothing 
else, my opinion of you won't change, no matter what you 
say." 


Jenna said nothing in response but continued to stare at 
Garet. Feeling embarrassed by her lingering gaze, he turned 
his own face away and looked up at the clouds. If this went 
on any longer, he wasn't completely sure that he could keep 
hiding the he liked her. Knowing Jenna, she probably 
wouldn't care; hell, for all he knew she already knew! It 
wasn't a secret to Isaac, though admittedly that had been a 
part of the boys' friendly rivalry over the years. 


"Whatever happens," Jenna said suddenly after a while, "I'm 
sure you'll be happy." 


Responding almost mechanically and keeping his gaze fixed 
upwards, Garet sighed. "I hope so." 


Days turned into weeks and weeks turned into months. 
Things seemed to have reached a standstill, and Garet could 
only say that he was bored of it. Perhaps he had grown too 
accustomed to constantly doing things over the past few 


years, but even before they had first set out from Vale there 
always seemed to be things to do. 


"Garet, play with me!" Aaron whined, lightly punching his 
older brother. 


"Do | have to?" Garet grumbled, dropping a pebble in the 
river beside their house. "Where are all your friends?" 


"They're busy," the smaller redhead explained, ceasing his 
weak attack. "You're not doing anything, anyway, and Kay 
will get mad at you if you don't!" 


"That's because Kay's a naggy old lady," Garet chuckled, 
tousling Aaron's hair. "I'll play with you if you can use your 
psynergy to lift that rock across the river." 


Aaron glanced across the water, spotting the large rock 
before turning back to Garet. "No fair, even you can't lift 
that!" 


"| can if | have the Lift Gem." 
"That's cheating!" 

"| could set it on fire." 

"Rocks don't catch on fire, dummy." 


In that instant, the big rock suddenly burst into flames, 
causing both boys to jump in surprise at its spontaneous 
combustion. Hearing someone giggle from behind them, 
they both whirled around to see Jenna with her right hand 
glowing red in front of her. As the glow disappeared from her 
outstretched fingers, so, too, did the flames enveloping the 
rock, leaving only a few scorch marks around the rougher 
edges. 


"Whoa, that was cool!" Aaron exclaimed, jumping around in 
his enthusiasm. 


"Tch, | could've done that, too," Garet sniffed. "You trying to 
show me up in front of my brother?" 


"Heehee, it's not much of a challenge," Jenna laughed and 
patted the hyperactive eight-year-old on the head. "I've 
always been better than you." 


"Haha, Garet's a loser!" Aaron laughed. 
"Why, you-" 


Before Garet could finish his sentence, his brother had 
already taken off laughing, little candle-sized flames 
hovering around his head. Instead of giving chase, Garet 
simply shook his head and continued to laze about in 
boredom. 


"So," he said as Jenna stepped towards him, "how come you 
aren't with Isaac?" 


"Ugh, do | have to spend every moment of my life with him?" 
she asked rhetorically. 


"No," Garet answered anyway, "but it just seems like you 
guys haven't been spending as much time together lately. 
D'you get in a fight or something?" 


Jenna shook her head. "It's nothing like that. | dunno, maybe 
| just don't feel like there's much of a spark anymore." 


Garet did his best to mask how he was feeling, though his 
expression changed quite a bit. "Heh, trouble in paradise. 
Well, you guys always seem to make it through difficult 
things. | can't imagine you breaking up, and even if that 


somehow happened, | think my shoulder's a bit too tall for 
you to cry on." 


Expecting her to make some sort of retort, Garet was 
surprised when Jenna didn't answer. Slightly concerned that 
he had made her feel uncomfortable by bringing up the idea 
of breaking up, he prepared himself for some sort of 
backlash. However, she made no indication that she would 
retaliate; in fact, she wasn't even looking at him. After a few 
awkward moments of nothing, he opened his mouth to say 
something, only to be cut off. 


"| doubt anything'll happen, but | know I won't come to you 
if it does," she said jokingly, turning her head down to stick 
her tongue out at him. 


With that, Garet watched as the cinnamon-haired girl turned 
around and left the way she came. Under normal 
circumstances, he wouldn't have thought much of her 
leaving on such an abrupt note, but there was something 
about it that made him feel confused. 


Her expression. 


Sure, the pause between what he'd said and her response 
was questionable, but it was the way Jenna had looked at 
him that sent a wave of mixed emotions through Garet's 
head. Trying to mask it by sticking out her tongue didn't 
seem to have worked out as well as she'd hoped, as even he 
was able to catch on. Garet knew he wasn't the brightest 
person around, so for him to be able to notice the subtle way 
her lips curled downward as she retracted her tongue, or the 
way that her eyes wavered as if she couldn't look at him 
straight made it all the more suspicious. Were she and Isaac 
really experiencing such problems? 


"Hey, Garet!" 


Turning toward the source of the voice, Garet spotted Isaac 
waving to him as he closed the distance between them. If 
the topic of their relationship came up, Garet decided that 
he wouldn't try to sway things any which way. As their close 
friend, he was obligated to help them get through their 
rough patches, but he also couldn't ignore his own feelings, 
the selfish feelings that secretly hoped he might have a shot 
with Jenna. Because of that he could only be a mediator, one 
that would leave all the decisions up to them. 


"Yo, Isaac," the redhead greeted as his best friend sat down 
beside him. "What's up?" 


The blond shrugged. "Same as usual. I've been thinking that 
| should get a job... AS much as | like doing whatever | feel 
like all the time, there's only so much to do around here." 


“That'd probably be a good idea," Garet mused, wondering 
why he hadn't thought of getting a job. "I guess with all the 
money we had left over from the adventure, | never really 
considered that." 


"It's not to earn a lot of money; it's so that we don't become 
a bunch of lazy do-nothings." 


Garet grinned. More than anyone else, he knew that Isaac 
wasn't the type to sit around doing nothing. It was actually 
rather surprising that the Venus adept had lasted this long 
without trekking off on some mini adventure or getting a job 
sooner. As for himself, well, he was content with being bored 
for a little while longer. Garet would rather do whatever he 
wanted while he still could before spending the rest of his 
days working, even if he wasn't doing anything with his 
Spare time. 


"By the way," Isaac added, "you haven't seen Jenna around, 
have you?" 


"Ah, she was here a little earlier," Garet explained, 
scratching the side of his head. "Dunno where she went, 
though, so | can't help you there." 


"Damn." 


A brief silence ensued as Garet pondered over whether he 
should ask about their current rough patch. Really, it wasn't 
any business of his to go delving into other people's 
relationships, but he wanted to know what was going on 
with his two best friends. Without any advice to give, 
however, it might seem as if he were prying or being nosy. 
The last thing he wanted to do was create some sort of rift 
between all three of them. 


After balancing the pros and cons, Garet decided to 
approach the subject cautiously, as his curiosity was simply 
too overwhelming to ignore. 


"Is...everything all good between you two?" 


Isaac glanced at Garet before sighing. "It's kind of confusing 
to explain. | mean, we haven't gotten in a fight or anything, 
but she just feels really...distant lately. | don't expect to 
spend every moment with her, but it seems like she never 
wants to hang out more than once every four or five days. 
Did she seem different when you saw her?" 


Garet paused, deciding how to continue with this. While she 
certainly had seemed to be acting a little strange earlier, he 
couldn't be sure that it had anything to do with the situation 
with Isaac. For all he knew, there was no situation, and Jenna 
just wanted a bit of space to see if she could reignite that 
spark. ‘Absence makes the heart grow fonder' and all that. 


“Dunno, man," Garet answered with a shrug. "She didn't 
really stick around for very long, and we didn't really talk 


about anything specific. I'd give you advice, but | don't 
really get girls. If you try asking what's wrong all the time, 
she might think you're being clingy, but if you don't ask at 
all, then she'll think you don't care." 


Isaac sighed, and fell back with a thud. Pinching at the 
bridge of his nose, the blond grumbled, "Don't be in a rush 
to get a girlfriend, Garet. You'd think it'd be great, but you'll 
end up stressing more than you could imagine." 


"Heh, sure that isn't just you, buddy?" 


"Well, even if it is, you'd probably find someone like Jenna, 
too, seeing as she's your type and all." 


Garet blushed, thankful that Isaac had his eyes shut at the 
moment. "Geez, you don't have to be so blunt about it, man. 
What if people hear you?" 


Isaac chuckled dryly and glanced at his embarrassed friend. 
"You think it would come as a Surprise to anyone? I'm pretty 
sure the only person that doesn't know you like Jenna is 
Jenna. Everyone's an expert until it involves themselves; 
ironic, eh?" 


"...You sound like Ivan," Garet grumbled, ripping a handful of 
grass out of the ground and tossing it at Isaac's face. 
"Besides, l'm not looking for a girlfriend right now, so you 
should worry about your own problems." 


"Hey, if it'll take the stress away for a bit, I'll loan you Jenna 
for a few days." 


"Man, | have no idea how you can talk about your own 
girlfriend like that," Garet said, though a dry chuckle 
escaped his lips. "You know she'd kill you if she ever heard 
you say something like that." 


Also chuckling, Isaac held up his hands in jest. "I'm kidding. 
| guess for now l'Il just ask her about it on those rare days 
when we hang out." 


"You do that, Isaac." 


From there, Isaac and Garet's conversation branched off in 
whatever direction the topics took them. Thinking little of 
Isaac and Jenna's rough patch, the two nineteen-year-olds 
had no idea that this would ultimately decide where their 

futures would take them. 


As another month went by, Garet realized that Isaac had yet 
to make amends with Jenna. Perhaps 'make amends' was the 
wrong term, but he wasn't sure what else to call it, as they 
weren't fighting but they also weren't really getting along. In 
a typical situation, he would not have even bothered 
worrying about what was going on in their relationship, but 
he found that the more those two drifted apart, the more he 
was slowly becoming more invested, though it wasn't 
necessarily by his own will. 


"Hi, Kay, can | come in?" Jenna's voice sounded from the 
door. "I brought muffins." 


"Of course, we're always happy to have you over," Kay 
greeted politely as she let Jenna inside. 


"Muffins!" Aaron and Garet shouted, diving for the basket in 
Jenna's hands. Sharp as ever, she managed to lift it just 
before they grabbed it and watched as they collapsed on top 
of each other. 


"| hope you'll excuse my pig brothers," Kay sighed as she 
helped Aaron to his feet. 


“Heehee, it's okay, Aaron's still a cute kid, so he can get 
away with it," Jenna laughed and handed a muffin to him. 
"As for this one..." 


Garet grumbled as he pulled himself up. "Y'know, you could 
at least pretend to be nice to me." 


"When you stop acting like an eight-year-old, then we will!" 
Jenna and Kay said simultaneously, though Kay seemed to 
be scolding him as opposed to Jenna's teasing. 


Following Jenna to the table, he grabbed a muffin from the 
basket and sat down, pulling the seat beside him out so she 
could sit there. "So, any special reason you stopped by?" 


"Not really," Jenna said as she took her seat. "I baked a 
bunch of muffins and realized that | had exactly enough for 
your family, so | decided to bring them up." 


"Ou di'nt brng any to 'saac?" he asked through a full mouth. 


"No, only because his mom's better at baking than | am," 
Jenna said shortly before quickly changing the topic. 
"Speaking of baking, I'm probably going to start working 
down at the bakery soon. | was starting to get bored with all 
my spare time, so I figured a job would be good." 


"You should try getting that through his head." 


Garet jumped slightly to see Kay doing something in the 
kitchen across the room. "What the... You're still here?" 


"What's that supposed to mean? It's my house too!" 


"Go make some friends, Kay!" 
"Ugh, you're such a jerk, you know that!" 


They watched as Kay stormed up the stairs and heard her 
slam the door. Garet felt Jenna whack the back of his head 
and he quickly turned to see her half smirking half 
frowning...if that were even possible. 


"Garet, you shouldn't be so mean to her," Jenna scolded. 
"She's not wrong, after all." 


"Hey, what I do with my time is up to me," he argued and 
took another bite of his pastry. "Besides, she doesn't work 
either, so she has no right to tell me I should." 


"| thought she wasn't working because you handed your 
prospective mayoral duties to her..." 


Garet slowly chewed on the food in his mouth, apparently 
having forgotten that he had made her take on all his tasks 
even though he was going to become the mayor after his 
grandfather got too old. His argument was that he would 
make Kay his secretary, but he had yet to even attempt 
learning what it meant to be a mayor from his grandfather. 


"You're really hopeless, you know that," Jenna giggled. 


Garet blushed, unable to hide the fact that he found her 
antics to be cute. At this point, he wondered if it was 
possible that Jenna still remained ignorant of his feelings. He 
was not unhappy that she had not caught on, but it almost 
seemed hypocritical of her to always be calling him clueless 
and the like, though he could never say that to her without 
giving a proper explanation as to why. 


Swallowing the last bite of his muffin and clapping the 
crumbs off his hands, Garet cleared his throat. "So, are 
things with Isaac getting any better? Figure | should ask 
since you're here." 


Jenna's smile disappeared, leaving Garet with a feeling of 
guilt. It should have seemed obvious that things weren't 
getting better, considering the brunette was now spending 
more time with him rather than her boyfriend. While he 
enjoyed the extra attention he was getting from her, he 
disliked that it was at the expense of his best friend, the one 
she was supposed to be in a relationship with. Of course, he 
wasn't going to kick her out and make her talk things out 
with Isaac, but Garet felt as though he was now partly to 
blame for why their relationship wasn't getting better. 


"They're moving along," she answered vaguely, giving no 
indication that things had changed in the slightest. "At the 
very least, they aren't getting worse." 


"That's...a start..." Garet spoke slowly, though they were 
both fully aware that it wasn't much of a start either. 


"Do you think he would be mad if | told him | wanted to take 
a break?" 


"Mad? Hmm...| doubt he'd be mad; more likely he'd be 
upset," Garet reasoned, leaning his elbow on the table. "I 
mean, how often do people usually get together after a 
break? It seems like taking a break would just be giving him 
hope until an eventual breakup." 


"But | don't know that | would break up with him for sure," 
Jenna argued, combing her fingers through her ponytail. "It's 
not that | don't still care about him - | do still love him a lot - 
but I think that I only love him the same amount that | love, 
say, you right now..." 


Both Mars adepts stared at each other for a moment before 
quickly turning away, their faces as hot as the very element 
they controlled. Garet had no idea why Jenna would blush so 
heavily, but it didn't really matter all that much. He was 
more concerned with her choice of words, even if she had 
only meant that her feelings for Isaac had reduced back to 
that of friendship. 


"Garet and Jenna sittin' in a tree!" Aaron chanted as he ran 
into the room. 


Shooting up from his chair, Garet tried his best to use this as 
a way to get out of the current awkward situation. 


"Y-You little twerp!" he shouted as he chased after Aaron. 
“Get out of here or I'll burn all your hair off!" 


The young Mars adept cackled as he dashed out the front 
door, leaving Garet and Jenna alone once again. Hesitantly 
turning around, Garet chuckled breathily in a weak attempt 
to lighten the mood. 


"Heh, uh, sorry about that... He's still just a dumb kid..." 


Jenna shook her head somewhat vigourously and slowly 
stood up. "N-No, it's fine. l-l probably should've explained 
how | feel in a different way. A-Anyway, | should probably 
head home now. | promised Isaac | would go see him later, 
and he probably wants some muffins too." 


"Oh, uh, okay, I'll let you go then," Garet responded dumbly, 
stepping aside from the door as Jenna hurriedly made her 
way over to it. 


"Um...see you," she said awkwardly, hurrying off before 
Garet could even respond. 


Shutting the door behind her, Garet leaned his back against 
it and slowly slid down. If there were ever a time to feel 
stupid about his actions, now was the time to do so. If he 
had just taken Jenna's words for what they were meant to 
be, instead of twisting them into some crazy imagination, 
then they wouldn't have had such an awkward moment. 
While this certainly wasn't the first awkward situation that 
had been created between the two of them, something 
about this time simply felt worse. In fact, it was probably his 
misinterpretation that caused her to feel so uncomfortable. 


Hanging his head, Garet could only hope that Jenna would 
forget about this by the next time they saw each other. It 
shouldn't have made them as uncomfortable as it did, and 
he was annoyed that he had not tried to clear up his own 
misunderstanding right away. If he were lucky, then she 
would realize the stupidity of the whole situation, make 
some little quip about it, and the two would laugh it off like 
they should. Of this, he was quite hopeful. 


Hope, however, would not be enough to swing luck in his 
favour... 


Not gonna lie, | had some trouble writing this chapter, 
mainly because it was just a lot of dialogue with little to no 
events actually happening. For those who are curious, the 
last section of this chapter lines up with the beginning of 
[WiH] chapter four. The next [BF] chapter will line up with 
the rest of [WiH] chapter four and continue into [WiH] 
chapter five, though | haven't decided if it will coincide with 
all of [WiH] chapter five, considering the rather big event 
that occurs toward the end. That's not to mention all the 
subsequent events that occur in [WiH] chapter six, either. 


Anyway, | doubt anyone is reading this and WiH at the same 
time, so it's probably only me who's worrying about timeline 
consistencies and whatnot. For anyone whois, I'll tell you 
right now that I'm being extremely anal about making sure 
everything lines up. Don't want to make any time paradoxes 
:P 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-GengajJupite 


*Chapter 5*: Turmoil 


Not sure why, but I've been looking forward to writing this 
chapter for the past little while. Maybe it's because this and 
WiH are finally going to start branching from each other. 
Guess it doesn't really matter, but I'm excited to start 
writing this one. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Turmoil 
"Garet, have you seen Isaac at all today?" 


The redhead shook his head as he swallowed his mouthful of 
food, turning to his mother once he was able to respond. 
"No, why, is something the matter?" 


"Oh, I'm sure it's nothing to worry about," she said. "Dora 
was worried because she Said Isaac went out in the 
afternoon and still hasn't returned." 


Garet shrugged and stood to go wash his plate off in the 
sink. "Kinda seems unlike him to do anything too reckless. 
He's probably out doing something and hasn't realized how 
long he's been gone. Either way, | doubt he'll get into a 
situation he can't handle; after all, he's not exactly weak, 
and he can heal himself." 


Humming in agreement, Garet's mother left him to finish 
washing his dishes. Though it wasn't much of a thought- 
provoking situation, he did wonder why it was that Isaac 
would not have told anyone where he was going. If he 


remembered correctly, Jenna was supposed to be going to 
see him later. 


Without even realizing, Garet had subconsciously begun 
heating the water to the point where it was nearly burning 
his hand. Quickly dropping the dish in the sink and 
removing his hand from the scalding liquid, he shook ita 
few times to cool it down. Gritting his teeth in annoyance, 
the Mars adept hastily wiped down the plate and practically 
threw it on the dish rack, nearly breaking it along with some 
of the other dishes. Without a word, he stormed out of the 
house, wanting to cool his head for a while. 


After trekking down the village, Garet eventually found a 
small forest grove at the base of the mountain and sat 
himself on a rock at the edge of a pond. Seeing a small 
bundle of sticks in front of them, he automatically set them 
aflame, though the moonlight provided more visibility than 
the small fire did. 


Why was it that Jenna always seemed to get tied to every 
thought he had? Was he truly so in love with her that he 
could not go a few minutes without thinking of her? Sure, he 
cared about her a great deal, but there was no way that 
thinking about one girl this much could be healthy. Even if 
he had feelings for her, this was all too much. 


Furiously kicking the flaming sticks into the pond, Garet 
slumped forwards and ran his hands through his hair. When 
the ripples from the steaming twigs subsided, the Mars 
adept stared back at his darkened reflection on the surface 
of the water. 


"What's wrong with me?" he muttered, speaking almost 
conversationally to his reflection. "She's with Isaac. Jenna is 


happy with Isaac. Why can't I just accept that and move 
on?" 


Of course, the question went expectedly unanswered. He 
should have been happy that his two best friends were 
together. It didn't matter what his feelings were, whether 
they would argue that point or not. He was only a side 
character in their story, nothing more than the fun-loving 
goofball of a best friend that helped fill out the role that was 
given to him. Yet here he was, constantly fighting with his 
own feelings because he couldn't express them to the one 
person whom he should have told from the very beginning. 


Sighing, the redhead slid down the rock so that he could 
lean against it and look up at the sky through the break in 
the trees. Haphazardly looking for constellations amongst 
the stars, Garet found himself thinking of the past, back 
when he, Jenna, and Isaac were three inseparable friends, 
nothing more and nothing less. Of course, he and Isaac had 
always both known about their respective feelings for Jenna, 
but it was simpler back when they could just play around 
like the kids they were. He knew that things could never go 
back to being that simple, and yet there was nothing that 
Garet wanted more than for that to happen. 


"If you're lucky, she and her boyfriend might just break up." 


Jenna's words echoed in his head, and Garet crinkled his 
nose in disgust; not for what she had unknowingly 
suggested, but because he felt himself more enticed by that 
suggestion with each day that went by. There was no rule 
saying that he could not make a move on Jenna if she and 
Isaac broke up. If anything, simply being there to comfort 
her could be enough to start something between them. At 
this point, it wasn't too unlikely that they would, especially 


considering all the things those two had been going through 
lately. 


Vigourously shaking his head, Garet conked himself on the 
head with his palm and shut his eyes. Even if something like 
that did happen, he knew he couldn't take advantage of his 
friends' unhappiness. Not only would it be a cheap move on 
Jenna, but it would probably damage his friendship with 
Isaac as well, and that was simply something Garet was not 
willing to toss aside. Besides, after that extremely awkward 
exchange with Jenna earlier, there was no saying if she 
would even want him to comfort her. Perhaps she would 
prefer to be alone. 


Standing and brushing some dust from his pants, Garet 
sighed and began trudging back towards New Vale's 
entrance. He could spend all night thinking about this and it 
still would not change anything. There were limitless 
possibilities when it came to hypothetical situations, so 
trying to figure out how to move forward based solely on 
“what if" scenarios was simply ridiculous. The redhead 
wasn't even sure he had the capacity to work his brain that 
hard, especially at this hour. With his frustrations from 
before now replaced by weariness, Garet made his way past 
the entry arch and up towards his house, hoping that his 
troubles might dissipate if he slept them off. 


"Isaac reappeared the next day, explaining that he had 
simply gone to Vault to meet up with Felix, who had just 
returned from bringing Sheba back to Lalivero," Tyrell read 
aloud. "We were all surprised to hear the news that Felix 
was only staying long enough to pack away his belongings, 
as he had decided to move to Lalivero to be with Sheba." 


"And what a shock it was," Ivan chuckled, causing Tyrell to 
jump in surprise. "I didn't expect you to be reading right 
now. Still waiting for Karis to wake up?" 


"Heh, sort of..." Tyrell said sheepishly, placing a marker in 
the book before shutting it. "l'm also kind of interested in 
learning about my dad's family. | hardly ever get to see 

them, in fact, | don't think I've ever met my uncle Aaron." 


Ivan's face twisted into a frown, his voice taking on a more 
serious tone than before. "I suppose that's to be expected. | 
would assume Garet has never actually told you about him 
before, either; at least, not directly. Unfortunately, it's yet 
another part of the past that I don't have the right to share 
with you until you've found out about it yourself." 


Tyrell glanced at the book as Ivan spoke, his eyes hovering 
over the print on the front cover. He was tempted to 
continue reading, wanting to learn more about the family he 
knew so little about, but did not when Ivan pulled up in the 
seat beside him. 


"But enough about that topic," Ivan exhaled, readopting his 
regular demeanour. "You were just getting to the time when 
Felix returned to New Vale?" 


"O-Oh, yeah, is there something special about that?" 


Chuckling, Ivan leaned back in the chair and looked 
upwards, recalling the memories of the days of his youth. 
"Well, to put it simply, Felix was the last person any of us 
thought would be tied down by a relationship. It would take 
a special kind of girl to get through to him, and Sheba...heh, 
| suppose special is the nicest word I could use to describe 
her." 


Tyrell smirked, wondering if he would ever be able to talk 
about his friends the same way Ivan was doing right now. If 
nothing else, Matthew, Karis, and himself seemed to parallel 
Isaac, Jenna, and Garet's personalities as childhood friends, 
minus the hidden feelings and such. 


"To be honest, | wasn't doing much around that time," Ivan 
continued. "I think | met Sam a few months after returning 
to Kalay, but all the interesting stuff was happening in New 
Vale, or at least to the people living there...don't tell her | 
said that, though... | stayed there for a few days before 
bringing Felix to Lalivero, so I got a glimpse of what was 
happening then for myself..." 


"You've been awfully mopey this week, Garet," Felix said, 
examining some of the weapons at the armory. "Did you 
catch Isaac's depression bug or something?" 


The redhead sighed as he placed an axe back on the rack, 
only further proving Felix's statement. "If it were just a 
sickness, then that would make things a whole lot easier. At 
least it would go away if it were." 


"Did you get in a fight with him and Jenna or something?" 
Ivan asked while he waited by the entrance. 


“Nothing like that," Garet said. Not wanting to delve too far 
into the subject, he did his best to turn the conversation in 
another direction. 


Ever since he and Jenna had had their awkward 
conversation, she had been avoiding him as much as 
possible. At first, it seemed as though she simply had less 
time to spend with him, now that she was working and Isaac 


and Felix were back, and he could understand that, but he 
began to realize that she was minimizing her interactions 
with him altogether, to the point where they had only shared 
the odd "hello" over the past week. Even if he wanted to 
apologize, she wasn't exactly giving him much of a chance 
to. 


"Are you buying anything today, Garet?" Patcher, the 
armorer's assistant, asked after Felix had paid for a new 
cloak. 


"Huh? Oh, no, I was just here with Felix." 


"Okay, thanks for coming, guys," Patcher said, bidding them 
goodbye as they headed out the door. 


As they stepped outside, the first sight the three of them 
were met with was Jenna as she struggled to carry a large 
bag of flour toward the bakery. As they began walking in her 
direction, the strain on her face clearly showed that she 
needed assistance. 


"Need some help?" Ivan jeered once they were within 
speaking distance. 


Glancing at them, Jenna looked as though she was about to 
accept the offer, but upon noticing Garet she quickly 
dropped her gaze. "N-No, l've got it. Thanks." 


Watching as she wobbled off, Garet felt Felix's fist pound 
him on the head. Annoyed, the flame user glared at the 
older adept, only to be met with an equally stony look. 


"| don't know what you did, but whatever it was you had 
better go fix it," the brunet stated darkly, his eyes 
unwavering. 


"If she'd stop avoiding me, then | would have apologized a 
long time ago," Garet grumbled, beginning to walk before 
the other two. 


"Oh, so that's what happened," Ivan laughed as he and Felix 
caught up. "Is something like that even worth apologizing 
over? | mean, it seemed like it was her fault more than 
anyone else's." 


Garet swatted at the Jupiter adept, but missed as Ivan 
ducked under it. "You know, someday that ability to read 
people's minds is really going to come back and bite you in 
the ass." 


"Pfft, like that'll ever happen," Ivan scoffed naively. 


"If you two are done fooling around," Felix said once they 
reached the merchant cart that Ivan had arrived in, "I'd like 
to load up some of this stuff. Anyway, | don't know what 
happened between you and Jenna, Garet, but you don't 
want to know what'll happen if you upset her for real." 


"I think upsetting her for real would be a punishment in 
itself," Garet grumbled, ignoring Felix's threat. 


It took the three of them the rest of the day to transport 
Felix's belongings from halfway up the village to the cart at 
the bottom. By the time they had finished carrying 
everything down, the sun was already setting on the 
horizon, and each of them collapsed onto the grass. 


“Couldn't one of us have just used Carry to bring all your 
stuff down?" Garet groaned and rubbed his sore muscles. 


"Unless you or Ivan has had enough practice using it, | 
doubt it would've helped much," Felix breathed heavily. 


"Isaac's just lucky that his mom has him on lockdown for the 
time being," Ivan added. 


Taking a few moments before standing up, the three of them 
all looked at what their handiwork had accomplished. With 
Felix's belongings set on one side and Kalay's trading goods 
on the opposite, the load was practically bulging from the 
tarp cover over it. Luckily for lvan and Felix, their journey 
would not commence until tomorrow morning, and they were 
fortunate to have with them some of Kalay's most powerful 
steeds. 


"Do you guys need me to see you off in the morning?" Garet 
asked, grunting as he hauled himself to his feet. 


"You don't have to," Felix said with a shrug, "but it's likely 
that everyone else will be. Plus, if | can talk to Jenna about... 
whatever happened between you two, then that'll be your 
only chance to get any advice from me." 


"And if you don't have any?" 
"Well, there's no harm in waking up early." 
"Bastard." 


Smirking at each other, the two older adepts headed off 
their separate ways for the evening, leaving Ivan to 
begrudgingly secure everything in the cart by himself. 


Despite being physically exhausted, Garet's mind was wide- 
awake as he soaked in a bath to wash the sweat from his 
body. He wondered if there really was anything Felix could 
do if he could squeeze information from Jenna. Other than 
apologizing, there didn't seem to be anything he could do 
for her. It wasn't a big enough deal that he should try to 
make up for what happened (at least, not to him). 


Drying off and quickly getting into bed, the redhead 
wondered if Isaac had felt this way prior to this week. 
Understandably, Garet could not fully compare his current 
situation to Isaac's, as he was not dating Jenna, but the 
general idea was the same in that she had been avoiding 
one of them. In truth, the fact that she was going to such 
lengths to avoid him bothered Garet more than it probably 
should have. Even if their small exchange had been 
awkward, she was acting as if it would be the end of the 
world to interact with him for more than a couple minutes! 
He knew that Jenna could be temperamental at times, but 
this was beyond her usual mannerisms. 


Realizing that he was once again allowing Jenna to take over 
his thoughts, Garet clapped his cheeks a few times and 
buried his head under the pillow. This was getting him 
nowhere, as uSual, so the only thing he could do now was 
sleep and hope that Felix had a solution for him in the 
morning. If nothing else, he would at least catch Jenna 
seeing him off for a while. 


"In the end, Felix was totally useless," Ivan chuckled. "He 
was able to figure out what happened, but there was 
nothing he could tell your dad. | mean, to be fair, Garet 
hadn't actually done anything wrong; given how he felt 
about Jenna, getting embarrassed over what she said was a 
normal reaction and a simple misunderstanding at the 
time." 


"I'm just kind of surprised by the way everyone used to act," 
Tyrell said, flipping the book open to where he had left off. 
"The way all you adults act now, at least the ones | know, I'd 
never know you were talking about the same people. From 


what I know, Jenna's always been pretty direct about 
everything she says and does." 


"Heh, well, people change with age, | suppose," Ivan mused 
and began to stand up. "Anyway, | should probably get back 
to work. | just figured I'd give you a little more info since 
Garet probably glazed over a lot of that." 


Looking at the words on the page, Tyrell could see that Ivan 
was right, as there was hardly even half a page describing 
Isaac and Felix's return to New Vale before it skipped ahead 
to the winter season. While it didn't necessarily detract from 
the experience, Tyrell did wish that his father had gone into 
a bit more detail, especially considering he was trying to 
make some sort of point by giving this book to him. 


As Ivan's footsteps echoed from the foyer until he began 
heading into the basement, Tyrell carefully removed the 
page marker and found the best spot to continue off of 
Ivan's extra storytelling. 


"Before | knew it, winter had come and the slow changes 
between Jenna, Isaac, and myself were about hit us with one 
big twist of fate..." 


It had been two months since Felix returned to Lalivero. After 
leaving Garet with nothing more than a shrug for advice, the 
Mars adept was left with only one option: allowing time to 
work things out. To say that it had not worked would be a lie, 
but even now after two months Jenna still seemed more 
hesitant and reserved around him. While it wasn't a perfect 
situation, he was glad that she would at least spend time 
with him, even if it was only when Isaac wanted all three of 
them to get together. 


Eyeing a letter on his dresser, Garet quickly scanned over 
Mia's neat handwriting, wondering how anyone was able to 
write so meticulously without getting hand cramps. 


For the past few months, he and the others had been 
receiving letters from their friends abroad, mostly just about 
general things like how they were doing or whatever sort of 
interesting things they were getting up to. Despite the fact 
that both Mars adepts were perfectly capable of writing their 
own responses, Isaac had somehow landed in the role of 
being the messenger for all three of them, leaving them to 
simply tell him what they wanted to write back to each 
person and signing their names at the bottom of the letter 
as if they had actually done any work. Though Isaac would 
disagree, it was the most ideal situation for everyone in 
terms of parchment and ink consumption. 


"Garet!" Kay yelled at him from downstairs. "I don't know 
what you're doing up there, but you're supposed to come 
down when you have guests over!" 


Jumping like a thief caught in the act, Garet tapped the wall 
by his dresser, revealing a secret compartment in which he 
was hiding some borrowed ale from his father's secret stash, 
which was of course not a secret any longer. Without even 
thinking, he popped off the cork and downed the alcohol in 
one go, leaving no room to breathe as he hid the empty 
bottle under his bed. 


"I'll be down in a bit; still getting ready!" he called back to 
Kay, receiving a completely expected groan in return. 


Somehow, Garet had completely managed to forget that 
Jenna was sitting downstairs waiting for him. Well, to say 
that she was waiting for him specifically was exaggerating, 
as she only happened to show up at his house before Isaac 


had. Looking out the window to see the thick snowflakes 
coming down, Garet began digging around in the dresser for 
one of his warmer sweaters, also grabbing another bottle of 
ale for no particular reason. 


Other than the fact that he might have a chance to talk to 
Jenna before Isaac got to his house, today was a special day; 
not just for Garet, but for the town as a whole. Though it 
wouldn't surprise him if it slipped his friends' minds, Vale 
always had annual parties at the inn during the wintertime. 
New Vale had only been completed less than a year ago, but 
word around town was that they were going to continue the 
same traditions that they had in the old village, including 
these parties. Considering they were all twenty now, there 
were no limits on what they could legally do at the inn. 


From downstairs, Garet could hear Kay greeting Isaac at the 
door. While he was slightly disappointed that he would not 
get a chance to hang out with Jenna alone, Garet kept his 
spirits up, as he wasn't even sure what he would talk about 
if they had been. 


Feeling a light buzz from the unexpectedly strong ale, Garet 
carefully walked out of his room, figuring that the sweater 
was all he would need for now. As he walked down the stairs, 
he could hear Isaac and Jenna saying something about Mia 
coming for a visit soon. 


"Yo, guys!" Garet called once they were in view. Grinning as 
they turned their heads, he continued. "You ready to head 
out?" 


Both of them were noticeably taken aback by what he had 
just said. Raising an eyebrow, Isaac responded, "Head out? 
Garet, | just got here five minutes ago!" 


"Yeah, Garet! We were just warming up by the fire. Where do 
you want to go, anyway?" added Jenna. 


Surprised that Jenna sounded so animated, Garet took a 
moment to answer. "The inn's having its winter celebration! 
There's gonna be lots of food and free cookies from the 
bakery! Plus there's a dance later. It's like a whole season of 


partying!" 


Isaac and Jenna exchanged looks and both shrugged as they 
turned back to him. "Are they still doing it all winter?" Isaac 
asked. 


"Yeah, man! They always do it all winter! It's not like there's 
a whole lot of other stuff we can do, so | say we go there, eat 
some food, maybe get tipsy, who knows what'll happen?!" 


"Haha, Garet, you're such a dork!" Jenna laughed, once 
again surprising Garet with how regular she was suddenly 
behaving. "But it does sound like fun. | should probably go 
home and change then. | don't wanna show up in my puffy 
winter clothes!" She quickly got up and ran to the door, 
eager to get ready for the celebrations. "Meet me at my 
house when you guys are ready!" she called before heading 
out the door. 


"| guess | should probably go change too," said Isaac, slowly 
getting up from the couch and walking towards the door. 


"Wait, Isaac," said Garet, carefully descending the stairs as 
the strong ale set in even more. Grinning stupidly, he let his 
mouth run its course without thinking. "I heard you saying 
something about Mia coming back. We should bring her with 
us once she's here. Maybe we can get her drunk." 


Isaac laughed and lightly punched his friend's shoulder, 
"You dumbass, healers don't drink! I'm sure she'll be happy 


to come celebrate with us, but she's gonna be sober." 


"You never know, Isaac, we're only twenty! 'Why waste your 
youth?' is what | always Say." 


"Yeah and how many times have you gotten in trouble over 
that same motto?" 


"Shut up!" Garet laughed, shoving Isaac towards the door. 
"Besides, you might get lucky with her." 


",..Garet, I'm dating Jenna...man, you must be drunk 
already." 


"I'm not gonna say I'm drunk, but | may or may not have 
found my old man's brew stash. | figured I'd be a good son 
and make sure that he's drinking quality ale. After careful 
analysis | can confirm that he is." 


Isaac laughed and shoved Garet, sending the redhead to 
stagger over a stool, but save himself from tripping. "I'll see 
you in a bit, Garet. You gonna need help walking to Jenna's?" 


"You talk too much! I'll be fine. Just don't take too long." 


With that, the blond quickly headed off. Shutting the door 
behind him, Garet scratched his head and began thinking 
over what he'd just said to Isaac. He wasn't drunk yet, and 
he was definitely not buzzed enough to say stupid things 
without some restraint. Was it the mixture of the alcohol and 
his subconscious working together? It would be great if Isaac 
and Mia had something between them, but then it was 
extremely unlikely that anything would happen even if they 
did. After all, that was what caused the long problem 
between him and Jenna. 


"You're a real smoothie, aren't you?" 


Jumping in surprise, Garet glanced over to see Kay half 
smirking at him with her eyebrow raised. 


"Geez, will you stop sneaking up on me like that!" 


"I've been here the whole time. Maybe you shouldn't be so 
blatant about trying to split your friends apart." 


"If that's how it came across, then my bad, but that was just 
me being stupid. Besides, at least | have friends!" 


Using her psynergy, Kay formed a ghostly hand over Garet's 
head and relentlessly began pounding him with it. Though 
hers wasn't suited for actual combat, Kay's mastery of 
practical psynergy skills always gave her the edge when it 
came to fighting with her brothers, considering they couldn't 
shoot lava or blow things up in domestic areas. 


"Ow, ow, ow, okay, | get it, stop!" Garet pleaded, sighing in 
relief when her assault ceased. 


"Hmph, next time you say something like that, | won't let 
you off so easily. Also, I'm telling Dad that you stole from his 
stash." 


"Tch, this is what happens when you don't have friends to 
talk to..." 


"S-So tell me again why you look so beat up?" Isaac 
managed to stammer out, barely controlling his laughter 
from across the table. 


"...Kay beat the crap out of me because | said she didn't 
have any friends...twice..." 


Garet watched in annoyance as his two best friends burst 
out in laughter over his misfortune. Rubbing one of the 
many sore spots on his head, he grouchily downed his mug 
of ale, thanking the waitress as she brought him another 
one. 


Despite his current mood, Garet could already tell from the 
upbeat atmosphere at the inn that tonight would be a good 
pick-me-up. The decorations around inside were spectacular, 
ranging from the small, glowing crystals on each table to the 
simple yet intricately cut paper snowflakes and streamers 
around the room. It was still relatively early, so there were 
only about twenty people hanging around the common area 
right now, but the band had already started playing and 
small groups of people were slowly flowing in. 


Once the festivities really started going, the three childhood 
friends got right into it, dancing, laughing, and divulging in 
whatever sorts of food and alcohols were being provided. 
Before he knew it, Garet was beyond any form of sobriety, 
and aimlessly wobbled around flailing on the dance floor 
amongst the other inebriated partyers. Spotting his friends 
laughing and waving at him from their table, he staggered 
over to them, nearly collapsing onto his chair as he joined 
them. 


"Whazzup?" he slurred, making an assortment of ridiculous 
faces as he did so. 


"Hehe, I've gotta go to the bathroom for a bit," Isaac 
hiccoughed. "Hang out with Jen 'til | get back, okay?" 


"Roger that, o fearless leader," Garet said, throwing ina 
sloppy salute. Watching as Isaac made his way to the 
washrooms, Garet's focus landed on Jenna, who was giggling 
over his antics. 


"Are you having fun, Garet?" she teased, clearly intoxicated 
as well. 


"Pfft, what are you even saying? 'Course | am, Jen!" he 
exclaimed while swatting at nothing in the air. As another 
mug was brought to him, he wasted no time in downing it 
right away. 


“"Heehee, that's good then," Jenna giggled, leaning her 
elbow on the table and resting her chin on her palm. "I know 
this is probably a bad time to do it, but | want to say sorry 
for acting so weird around you lately. I'd tell you why | was, 
but you'll probably forget by tomorrow. | guess | could tell 
you tomorrow, but I think you'll find out before | even get 
the chance to." 


Cocking his head back and lolling it around for a moment, 
Garet tried his best to focus directly on Jenna's face, though 
his head continued to wobble around. "If | had any idea 
what'chu were talking 'bout right now, | might know what to 
say, buuut | don't, so..." 


Smiling and shaking her head, Jenna took a sip from her own 
drink and carefully stood up, holding her hand out to help 
him up too. "Never mind, then. C'mon, let's go dance some 
more. Isaac's coming back right over there, so we can go 
grab him too." 


Unable to even think of resisting, Garet simply allowed 
Jenna to drag him back out to the crowd of dancing people. 
Flailing around like he had been before, the redhead was 
having the time of his life, completely forgetting his troubles 
regarding Jenna. The last thing he could recall doing was 
sitting down at a table with them after the song was over, 
and then everything faded to black, almost entirely wiping 
his memory of the evening. 


Heh, | didn't even plan on having another Tyrell and Ivan 
interjection in this chapter, but wasn't sure how else to 
make the time skips flow. | guess a section breaker would 
have worked fine, but | liked their banter this chapter, so | 
decided to keep it. Besides, it gave a quicker sort of 
overview to some of the things in WiH that | didn't want to 
rewrite. 


And YEEES, THE STORYLINES WILL FINALLY SPLIT BY NEXT 
CHAPTER (or the following one, depending on how long the 
next chapter is). | know there aren't many people reading 
this one that also read WiH, but for those of you that did, I'm 
sure you're just as eager as | have been to get to the part 
where Garet and Isaac's stories split apart. For those of you 
who haven't read WiH, well, it doesn't really matter to you, 
but I'm hoping that my writing quality will increase when 
that split comes, as I'll be coming up with new stuff instead 
of trying to write the same stuff from someone else's 
perspective. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra and rabiddog 666 for 
reviewing! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 6*: Split 


Well, I'm officially working full time now, so | don't know how 
much writing I'll be able to get done this summer. | was 
supposed to be doing warehouse work, but for whatever 
reason I'm doing accounting stuff, so my mind is pretty 
much ready to shut off at the end of the day, meaning | 
don't tend to feel like writing. Still, I'll try to keep updates 
somewhat steady. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Split 


Garet awoke the next morning with a dry throat and an 
unpleasant taste in his mouth. His head was throbbing and, 
even while his eyes were still shut, he could sense the 
brightness of the sun flowing in through the windows. From 
what he could gather with his lack of sight, he was not in his 
bedroom, as the surface he was lying on felt more like a 
cushion than a mattress, and he could hear his family in the 
kitchen. Most likely, he had passed out on the couch upon 
arriving home. 


Slowly cracking one of his eyes open, he winced at the 
brightness but forced himself to get up, allowing his eyes to 
adjust as he wiped the sleep that blurred his vision. 
Carefully sitting up, he felt himself sway a bit, and his 
parched mouth indicated that he had not had enough, if 
any, water before blacking out. 


"Well, well, good morning, sunshine," his father laughed 
from the kitchen table, forcing the redhead to glance over. 
"Have a fun night?" 


"I...can't remember, so probably," Garet replied groggily, 
gripping at his aching head. 


"Heh, | suppose | can forgive you for breaking into my stash, 
then," his father laughed again, sending pulses of pain with 
each "ha!" 


Trying to direct his attention away from the pain, Garet 
slowly got to his feet and bumbled into the kitchen, pouring 
himself some water to help ease the dehydration. It seemed 
that only his father and grandparents were awake right now, 
but the redhead was not certain he wanted to be around 
when the other members of his family came down for 
breakfast. His family had always been a rather lively bunch, 
and despite the fact that he or Aaron was usually the 
rowdiest amongst them, Garet did not want to be anywhere 
near them in his current condition. 


"I'm gonna go out," Garet said quickly after downing his 
large glass of water. 


"Sounds like a wise decision," his father replied, nodding to 
him as he quickly stepped outside and shut the door behind 
him. 


Sighing as he stepped outside, Garet was thankful that the 
only prominent sound to be heard was the stream rushing 
beside his home. Off in the distance, people greeted each 
other as they went about their morning duties, and if he 
listened carefully enough, the Mars adept could make out 
the light crunch of snow beneath their feet. Stepping away 
from his home, Garet wandered along, not heading in any 
particular direction or for any sort of destination. 


From what he could tell, it would be noon in a little over an 
hour. More than the fact that he was up this early after a 
night of heavy drinking, Garet was surprised that his family 


had not awoken yet. It mattered little, now that he had left 
the house, but he wondered if perhaps they all had the day 
off from their usual chores or duties. 


Pacing himself as he strolled down toward the marketplace, 
the redhead wondered if Jenna or Isaac were awake yet. He 
remembered very little of what happened last night, but he 
was very aware that the three of them had all been drinking 
together. They were usually smarter about stopping once 
they'd reached their limit than he was, so it would not 
surprise him if either of his friends were going about their 
daily lives this morning. 


When he reached the marketplace, Garet took a seat on one 
of the benches, watching as the stall shopkeepers called out 
to passersby. Leaning his head back so that he was looking 
up at the clouded sky, the Mars adept wondered if he had 
done anything he might regret last night. Even under the 
influence of alcohol, he was fairly certain that he would not 
have tried to make a move on Jenna, especially with Isaac 
around, but there was no way he could know if he had said 
something that may have been out of line. Then again, even 
if he had, they would probably brush it off or pretend it 
didn't happen if he asked, which would not allow him to 
apologize for his stupidity and wrongdoings. 


Waving as a few people he knew greeted and passed by him, 
Garet tried to remember what he could from last night, but 
his memory was extremely hazy, with only small bits and 
general facts resurfacing in his mind. 


"Man, what did | even do last night?" he mumbled. 
"You didn't hold back, that's for sure." 


Startled by the voice, Garet quickly cast his gaze to the 
source of his voice, spotting a large-nosed teen standing a 


short distance away from him. Recognizing him as Patcher, 
the Mars adept was quick to relax again. 


“Guess you were there last night too, huh?" Garet asked, 
Slouching into a comfortable position. 


"I was actually helping them out at the bar," Patcher 
explained, seating himself on the edge of the bench beside 
Garet. "The waitress for your table couldn't believe how 
much money she was making off of you." 


"Crap, | didn't even think about that," Garet said, cursing as 
he felt only a single gold coin in his pocket. "Gods, | must've 
made an ass of myself." 


"Heh, for a while she thought you were hitting on her," the 
teen chuckled. "But, after | saw that it was just you, | told 
her that that's just the way you are. Other than that, it 
looked like you were just having a good time, and Isaac and 
Jenna seemed to be having fun with you." 


Smiling internally and letting out a sigh of relief, Garet 
leaned forward so that his weight rested on his knees. "Well, 
at least | didn't say anything stupid to them. | was kind of 
worried that... Never mind." 


Patcher smirked as Garet tried to brush aside what he was 
about to say. "Relax, even if you said something to Jenna, | 
doubt she would remember today, and even if she did, she 
would laugh it off as you being drunk." 


Garet felt his cheeks warm up from Patcher's statement. The 
fact that even Patcher, the armorer's assistant of all people, 
knew about his not-so-secret feelings for Jenna made the 
redhead realize just how blatant his actions must have been 
for all this time. Considering just how many people knew he 
liked her, was it even possible that Jenna was not at least 


slightly aware of Garet's feelings for her? It seemed hard to 
imagine at this point. 


"Anyway, | should probably head off," Patcher said, getting 
to his feet. "Carver wanted me to help him out with 
something, so I guess l'Il see you around." 


Only nodding as the teen headed off, Garet sighed and got 
up a few moments later, having nothing else to do in this 
section of the village. 


Somehow, he managed to kill a few hours by simply 
wandering around, leaving his footprints in the snow pretty 
much everywhere he could think to. Despite the fact that it 
was now the afternoon, he still had yet to run into either of 
his best friends, and had not seen their families up and 
about either. It hardly seemed likely that they were feeling 
any more hung over than he did, as he was sure that they 
had not drank anywhere near as much as he had. 


Realizing he was back near his house again, Garet decided 
to pay a visit to Isaac and Jenna's homes. He didn't have any 
particular reason to go see them, but it was better than 
wandering around with a killer headache for the entire day. 
Rather than trying to get some peace and quiet at home, it 
would be much easier to do so with one or both of his 
friends. 


Crunching his way through the snow, the Mars adept quickly 
arrived at Isaac's home and knocked on the door. 


"Hello, Garet," Isaac's father greeted when he answered the 
door. 


"Hi, Mr....l mean, Kyle," Garet corrected himself, 
remembering that Isaac's parents prefer to be called by 
name. "Is Isaac around?" 


"Yes, but | don't think he's feeling well," Kyle explained, 
turning around briefly and turning back to speak. "I'll go see 
if he's willing to see anyone." 


"No need, sir. I'll take care of him," Garet waved the 
suggestion off. "Besides, it's okay if he doesn't want to talk 
much. I'm a bit hung over so some peace and quiet will do 
me good. | just wanted some company." 


"Sounds reasonable enough. Go on upstairs then." 
"Thank you." 


Tapping the snow off his boots before stepping inside, Garet 
deeply inhaled the warm, pleasant air within the house. It 
was times like this when he slightly envied Isaac's small 
family of three. Even if his family was not as tranquil as they 
were, a trio of people could really only get so loud; 
contrastingly, his own family of seven hardly had to do 
anything before their entire house was a cacophony of all 
sorts of noises. 


Nodding politely to a somewhat distraught-looking Dora, 
Garet made his way up the stairs, wincing slightly at the 
loud clunk his boots made with each of the wooden steps. 
Making his way to Isaac's bedroom, he reached for the knob, 
but reconsidered entering right away and opted for 
knocking instead. 


"Isaac, you up?" 


"Yeah, one sec," a voice from within the room answered 
gloomily. A moment later, the lock clicked open, though 
Garet was surprised that Isaac did not open the door for him. 
Thinking little of it, he entered, watching as the blond 
slumped onto the edge of his bed. 


"Man, you look awful," Garet said, noticing the bags under 
Isaac's eyes and the unusually pale complexion of his skin. 
"And here | thought | was the one who drank too much last 
night." 


For a moment, Isaac said nothing, and the slight grin that 
had formed on Garet's face shrank a bit as he tried to read 
the situation. 


"l'm not really in the mood for jokes right now..." Isaac 
stated solemnly, keeping his gaze directed downwards. 


This wasn't the first time Garet had seen Isaac upset before, 
so it was clear that something was bothering him. Trying to 
keep something of an upbeat attitude, Garet spoke. "Whoa, 
sorry, Mr. Downer. But in all seriousness, you don't look so 
good, Isaac. You sick or something?" 


"No, I just...never mind, it's nothing." 


Garet gave him a confused look, genuinely concerned for his 
closest friend. "I know it's not 'nothing'. Everything okay?" 


The redhead watched as his best friend slowly raised his 
head, a look of uncertainty clearly showing on his face. "I...1 
dunno if | can-" 


"Look, Isaac, if you don't feel like telling me right now that's 
fine," Garet cut him off, wanting only to get right to the 
point. "But from the way you're sitting and looking like 
someone just died, I'd say it'd be better if you let it out." 


"Garet..." Isaac looked at him again. 


Taking a seat in his desk chair, Garet breathed deeply before 
speaking. "Did something happen after | passed out 
yesterday?" 


",.Jenna...she..." Isaac began, hesitation prominent in his 
voice, "...she broke up with me..." 


He was stunned. 


A silence ensued as Garet tried to process what he had just 
heard. Was this some kind of joke? It seemed rather poorly 
planned out if it was; however, from Isaac's overall 
appearance and posture, there was no way this was just a 
sad attempt at a prank. The Mars adept opened and closed 
his mouth multiple times as he tried to say something, but it 
wasn't until the fourth or fifth attempt that words actually 
began flowing from his mouth. 


",..Man...I'm really sorry, Isaac. What happened? | thought 
everything was going well again." 


"She was pretending...forcing herself to love me..." 


"| don't...understand what that means," Garet responded, 
clearly confused by the situation. 


Isaac sighed, and Garet could not blame him if he was 
unwilling to explain it, but the blond seemed to muster up 
enough strength to describe what had transpired the other 
evening. 


"It was after we brought you back home," Isaac started, 
staring blankly at the ground in front of Garet's feet. "Jenna 
said she wanted to talk before going home, so we went up to 
the pond. | didn't have any idea what she wanted to talk 
about, but my first assumption wasn't that it was going to be 
something bad. 


"Anyway, we got up there and she seemed like she was 
stalling or something, making random bits of small talk. 
Then, out of nowhere, she said it was urgent for her to talk 


about it that night because holding off any longer was just 
going to end up hurting me." 


Garet stayed silent but nodded with a stern expression on 
his face. Even if they were still a little tipsy from drinking, 
something like that would make it clear that Jenna was 
going to say something unfavourable. Apparently, Isaac had 
picked up on that right away. 


"She could have just talked to me...tried to figure things out 
sooner instead of putting it off until she felt like she had to 
break up with me..." Isaac mumbled to himself. "She said 
something about never really getting over the whole Mia 
fiasco, and then when Felix left the second time she was 
forcing herself to try and make it work. 


"| didn't even know what to say, so | ended up blowing up at 
her, not because | was angry but because | wanted to know 
what had happened. | couldn't understand why she just 
stopped feeling the same way about me, and why she hadn't 
come to me sooner if that was what was happening. When | 
finally pushed her to her breaking point, 1...1..." 


Garet could do nothing as Isaac clenched his fists and lightly 
punched his mattress. It was hard to get a full grasp of what 
exactly happened, but, with the way things seemed to be 
going, he wasn't sure that the details needed to be 
explained in explicit detail. 


"| couldn't believe it...| can't believe that she would fall for 
someone else. It's killing me," Isaac muttered through 
clenched teeth, doing what he could to fight back tears. 


Putting the pieces together, Garet could assume that the 
reason she had stopped loving Isaac was because of her 
feelings for someone else. More than feeling sympathetic for 


Isaac, he was surprised that there was another person. 
"Yikes, and here | thought you two were getting closer." 


"So did I. But it was all a ploy, a scam to make me feel 
better. Why couldn't she have given me more time?" 


"| dunno what to tell you, man. | guess she was afraid to hurt 
you, but couldn't keep pretending, especially if it meant 
you'd get hurt more if she let it go on longer." 


Though Garet wanted to lift Isaac's spirits, he couldn't stop 
wondering who could have possibly replaced Isaac in Jenna's 
heart. After all, the two of them, regardless of their rough 
patches, had a healthy, mutual relationship before all of this, 
and Garet couldn't think of anyone who may have gotten 
between them. To be quite frank, Jenna didn't soend much 
time around the people she wasn't already closest with, so it 
seemed hard to believe that someone new could so easily 
steal away her affections. 


"Who could it be?" Isaac mumbled as if he had just been 
reading Garet's thoughts. 


"I honestly have no idea. It could be any guy in the village," 
he responded, though he was still uncertain of whom it 
could be. 


"Do you think she might have cheated on me? What if she 
was fooling around with some other guy while trying to 
figure out a way to break it off with me?" 


Garet almost felt angry at Isaac for suggesting such a 
preposterous idea, though he calmed down as he thought 
about what state of mind his best friend must be in right 
now. Speaking calmly, the redhead voiced his thoughts, "I 
doubt she'd do that, Isaac. She's not the type of person to 
go behind someone's back, and she's definitely not a slut." 


"| dunno. | just can't shake this feeling like maybe she did 
something with someone else. What if the other guy came 
onto her but she didn't resist and it turned into something 
more?" 


The more he said, the more Garet had to reanalyze just how 
distraught Isaac must be. They both knew that what the 
Venus adept had just said made almost no sense, given 
whom they were talking about, and there weren't a whole lot 
of people that would do something like that in New Vale in 
the first place. 


"Take it from me; | doubt anyone would try to make a move 
on her if they knew you were with her. Like me, for instance," 
Isaac glanced up to see Garet blush slightly. "...Well...you 
know that we've both been into her ever since we were kids. 
| was planning to ask her out, but when I saw you make the 
first move | knew it was hands off. We're all respectful here 
in New Vale, Isaac. | may still have feelings for her, but | 
know she's off limits." 


That was more of a statement to make Isaac feel better than 
the actual truth, as Garet had known since the very 
beginning that he would get turned down if he tried asking 
Jenna out. Regardless, Isaac seemed to relax a bit once he 
had taken in his friend's words. 


“Thanks, Garet. | appreciate that. Technically she's free now, 
but I'm glad you'll hold off for my sake." 


With a toothy grin on his face, Garet sat up straight and felt 
good that he had accomplished something. "No problem, 
man. After all it's 'bros before hoes', and you're no hoe, 
Isaac." 


Isaac chuckled slightly. Seeing that the mood had shifted a 
bit, Garet took this opportunity to redirect the conversation 


topic to something that might be a bit more uplifting. 


"Anyway, l'm probably not the best one to talk about this 
with. But, hey, Mia'll be here in a couple weeks, right?" 


"Maybe three..." 


"Okay, so maybe it'll be a bit longer than you want, but 
she'll be here regardless and I'm sure she'll be able to cheer 
you up. She's always had a knack for that." 


It was a simple comment about Mia, but Isaac's cheeks 
suddenly began to turn a bright red. It took Garet a moment 
to understand why Isaac was blushing, but when he figured 
out the second meaning to his words, he pounced on the 
chance to joke around with his friend. If nothing else, it 
might take his mind off Jenna. 


"Oh | see how it is," he jeered, smirking as he did so. Isaac 
was forced to avert his gaze away from the Mars adept 
sitting in front of him. "Seems like you're already over Jenna, 
eh, Casanova?" 


"Shut up! It's not like that. I'm still devastated over Jenna! | 
just didn't really give much thought to Mia helping me get 
through this." 


"Haha, relax, man. Besides, I'm sure that she can help take 
your mind off of Jenna for a while." 


Garet couldn't keep his laughter from bubbling forth as 
Isaac's already reddened cheeks deepened in colour. These 
comments about Mia were really only meant to be taken at 
face value, but it seemed that Isaac was reading into them 
further than was necessary. 


"| was kidding around the first time, man, but seeing you 
turn as red as you did just now was too much. I'm starting to 
wonder if you actually do have a thing for pretty little Miss 
Mia." 


Isaac tossed his pillow at Garet's head and fell back onto his 
bed, turning to face away from the Mars adept. 


"Gross, this pillow's wet!" cried Garet, tossing it back onto 
Isaac's bed. Apparently, Isaac's tears had soaked into it 
overnight. "Anyway, you never answered my question." 


"Will you just shut up about Mia?!" 


Garet's smug expression quickly retracted into a more 
serious one. Perhaps he had taken that joke a little too far, 
but there was no reason for Isaac to snap at him. "...Dude, 
chill out. Man, | Knew people were prone to getting 
emotional after breakups, but that seems a little uncalled 
for. I'm just trying to help you out." 


"Yeah, well now you're just pissing me off." 


"Isaac...you know l'm just kidding around. I'm truly sorry 
that it didn't work out, but you shouldn't take it out on 
yourself or me." 


"| just... think | need to be alone for a while." 


Garet opened his mouth to say something, but stopped 
himself. Instead, he got up from Isaac's chair and walked 
towards the door. 


"Get some rest, man. I'll come back when you're feeling 
less...edgy. | think I'll go see how Jenna's doing." 


"Hah, as if she needs anyone to talk to. She's probably out 
with her new man." 


Garet stopped at Isaac's doorway and turned to face him 
once more. Perhaps he was fed up with Isaac's downer 
attitude, or maybe it was because he didn't like to hear him 
slander the girl they both had feelings for; whatever the 
reason, it was the first time Garet had ever spoken to his 
best friend so sternly and maturely. 


"You know, Isaac, | know you're upset, but you shouldn't be 
so rude about it. Jenna may have left you for someone else, 
but you probably aren't the only one who's hurting right 
now. Just because she said she didn't love you doesn't mean 
she wasn't afraid of ruining what the two of you had before 
you started dating. If anything, she could be hurting more 
than you are if she thinks she destroyed her relationship 
with one of her best friends! | didn't think you could be so 
insensitive to the situation. Maybe when you're done feeling 
sorry for yourself, you'll understand what she's going 
through as well. Don't be so quick to cast judgment upon 
people, Isaac. I'll stop by tonight when you've stopped being 
so selfish." 


The Mars adept turned back around and marched down the 
stairs, unable to hear the last few words that Isaac mumbled 
back to him. He was shocked by what he'd just said, unable 
to fully comprehend that those really were his own words. It 
was as if he wasn't speaking and that it was actually his 
thoughts voicing themselves against his will. It would be too 
late to apologize now, but Garet didn't even feel as though 
he should apologize. Why should he have to say he was 
sorry for getting angry? The things that Isaac had said made 
the Mars adept's anger justifiable. 


Exiting Isaac's home, Garet made a beeline for his next 
destination: Jenna's house. He wasn't sure what to expect 
when he got there or if she would even be home. He wasn't 
even sure if she would want to talk to him if she was, but 
Garet now felt determined to speak to her so he could hear 
her side of the story. It wasn't that he disbelieved anything 
Isaac had said, but he had to know what was going on in 
Jenna's head. If possible, he hoped to discover the identity 
of this new person she had developed feelings for as well. 


Before he knocked on the door, Garet suddenly felt himself 
hesitate. Was this right; barging in and demanding answers 
from Jenna? Of course he wasn't actually going to outright 
make her answer his questions, but he felt as though this 
might be more confrontational than his encounter with 
Isaac. Perhaps it had to do with the fact that his feelings for 
her were skewing his sense of judgment. He could deal with 
her relationship with Isaac, but Garet did not want to give 
her up to someone else, regardless of how selfish it made 
him. 


Lowering his hand and stepping off of her doorstep, Garet 
sighed and rethought his plan. The best place to check for 
her right now would be the bakery, since she was more likely 
to be working than at home. It would be a nuisance to walk 
all the way down to the marketplace, but at least it would 
give him some time to think about what he was going to say 
to her. 


It was about an hour before Garet finished his round trip to 
the bakery and back to Jenna's. The baker had informed him 
that she had the next few days off from work, so he had to 
lug himself back up to her house. Normally, such an 
endeavour would be simple, but because of his hangover 
Garet was feeling rather annoyed with the whole situation. 


Before even stopping to think what he might say, the 
redhead realized that he was knocking on her door. Cursing 
as he brought his hand back down, he tried to take a few 
deep breaths to calm himself down, though it proved 
pointless when she cracked the door open to peek out. 


"Uh, hey," he said awkwardly, trying to be casual like he 
normally would be. 


"O-Oh, it's just you, Garet," she squeaked out, opening the 
door wide enough so that he could see her. "What's up?" 


Garet's heart sank when he got a full view of her. It seemed 
that she was trying to act like her regular self, but she 
looked the same, if not worse, than Isaac had. Her hair was 
not brushed like it usually was, with her ponytail looking a 
bit scruffy as it hung over her shoulder. Her eyes were puffy 
and red, much more so than Isaac's had been, and it almost 
seemed as though she had just crawled out of bed to answer 
the door, as she was wearing a casual nightgown as opposed 
to her regular clothes. 


"Well, I...just wanted to see how you were feeling today," he 
said sheepishly, thinking it best to avoid talking about Isaac 
right now. "You look a little under the weather, though, so 
maybe | should just let you get some re-" 


"No, no, come in, I'm fine," she insisted, opening the door 
wider to let him in. 


"A-Are you sure?" he asked, though it seemed that she 
wasn't going to let him leave. 


"It's fine, Garet, I'm not sick or anything." 


Shakily tapping the snow off his boots, Garet cautiously 
stepped inside, feeling almost strange to be here despite 


this being his intention. Following her into the kitchen, he 
sat at the table and watched as she mindlessly began 
cleaning things off the counters. It seemed an odd thing for 
Jenna to be doing, considering she usually scolded the boys 
about neglecting their houseguests. 


"I, um..." Garet started slowly, knowing that there was only 
one way to get into this conversation. "| heard about you 
and Isaac." 


"| see." 


The coldness of her deadpanned words struck Garet hard, 
but it was hard to get a read on her while she was turned the 
other way. Figuring that she wouldn't say anymore than that, 
the redhead nervously cleared his throat and tried to 
continue. 


"Are you sure it's okay? Leaving him like that, | mean." 


Jenna didn't answer for a moment, but her tone did not 
change when she did. "I don't see how else | could have 
done it. | wasn't mean about it or anything." 


"That's true," Garet sighed, trying to see where he was going 
with this. "I know | shouldn't be butting into your 
relationship, but I just feel like...maybe it happened to 
suddenly. Couldn't you have at least-" 


"| don't know what you want me to say, Garet," Jenna cut 
him off, her voice beginning to waver. "I'm sure he told you, 
but I just don't see him as anything more than a childhood 
friend now. He... | used to love him, but...things change. l... 
love someone else now..." 


Garet's frustrations suddenly got the better of him, and he 
was unable to stop himself from shooting upwards from his 


chair. The sound of his heavy breathing was accompanied by 
the clunk of the chair as it fell to the ground behind him. 
Jenna remained facing the other way, and Garet grit his 
teeth as he tried to get a hold of his emotions. 


"Is that fair to him, then?!" he demanded louder than he'd 
anticipated. "You started liking some other guy, so you just 
toss your boyfriend to the side like he's nothing?! Can you 
not understand how he must feel?! He thinks it's his fault 
because he wasn't trying hard enough! Jenna...you meant, 
no, you mean everything to him!" 


"Don't you think I'm hurting, too?" she said coldly, her voice 
wavering much more than before. Garet's temper settled 
Slightly as he listened to her words. "Don't you think | know 
what I've done; the fact that I've possibly ruined my 
relationship with Isaac entirely? | know exactly how much 
he's hurting, okay?!" 


Garet took a step back when Jenna whirled around to glare 
at him. Tears streamed down her cheeks, and she seemed 
like she was ready to throw the nearest object at him. 


"Do you think | purposely fell in love with someone else? Do 
you think that | wanted to hurt Isaac? What kind of person 
do you think | am, Garet? | didn't plan for any of this to 
happen; it just did! | hate that it happened, and | hate that | 
can't do anything about it because | couldn't keep forcing 
myself to be with someone | didn't feel for! Is that so awful? 
Am | such a terrible person for taking my own feelings into 
consideration?!" 


He didn't have a chance to react as she suddenly stormed 
over to him, her head facing downward as she moved to 
collide with him. Garet braced himself for some kind of 
impact, but was surprised when there was no pain. Looking 


down, he watched as Jenna pressed her face into his chest 
and wrapped her arms around his torso. 


"You don't need to tell me that I'm a bad person," she 
sobbed into his chest, her warm tears soaking his front. "I 
already know, okay? | didn't even think about how much this 
would hurt me to do. | didn't want to imagine how much 

pain Isaac was in, but there was nothing else | could do. 
Trying to act like | loved him wasn't going to get me 
anywhere, and he would have noticed eventually." 


Garet could do nothing but stand there and allow her to cry 
into him as her sobs became more incomprehensible. He 
wanted to hug her back, hold her and comfort her in her 
time of sorrow, but something about her current 
circumstances stopped him from doing so. She would not 
think anything of it if he returned her embrace, but he knew 
that by doing so he would only be satisfying his own desires, 
rather than helping her cope with the pain. 


They stood like that for quite a long time, Jenna eventually 
having stopped trying to speak altogether as she cried into 
the taller adept's front. When her sobs finally began to settle 
down, Garet felt her arms unravel themselves from around 
his torso as she stepped back and wiped her eyes. 


"Sorry," she spoke quietly, her voice returning to normal. "I 
didn't want you to see that." 


"I-It's okay, really," Garet responded quickly. "I was just... 
afraid your folks might be concerned if they heard you 
crying like that." 


"You don't have to worry about that; they're gone for the 
weekend." 


He didn't know what to say. Even though Isaac hadn't 
wanted the company of his parents, he still had the option of 
going to them if he needed to talk to someone. Jenna, on the 
other hand, would be alone for the next few days, and, 
without having any shifts at work to occupy her time and 
mind, she would be forced to wallow in grief at home. 


"Do...do you want me to stay with you?" Garet mumbled, 
turning his head away from her as he did so. 


"Hm?" she asked, not having heard what he said. 


"I...was thinking that, since you're all alone...! could stay 
here with you," he explained, feeling a slight bit 
embarrassed as he turned to face her again. "You probably 
want someone to talk to, or at least someone to keep you 
company... If you don't want it to be me, that's fine, | was 
just thinking, is all..." 


Jenna blinked a couple of times as she eyed him wondrously. 
Being scrutinized so up close to her was hardly the most 
comfortable experience Garet had ever had, but he felt his 
heart leap a bit as the edges of her lips curled up ever so 
Slightly. With her glossy eyes shimmering, Jenna slowly 
wrapped her arms around his neck, earning a light gasp from 
the unsuspecting redhead. 


"You really don't mind?" she asked. 


Garet, feeling it was the right gesture to make, returned her 
embrace this time, encircling his arms around her waist. "I'd 
do anything for you, Jenna." 


Because her face was looking over his shoulder, he wasn't 
sure whether or not she was laughing or crying, but the 
movements of her body and the sound she was making 


indicated that it was one or the other. Before he could ask 
her what she was doing, Jenna spoke first. 


"Y-You're really something, Garet. You big, stupid, lovable, 
idiot of a friend." 


"Hey, that's a bit uncalled f-" 


What was happening? What was this sensation; this warmth 
on his lips? Were these tears on his cheeks? But he was not 
crying. His heart was pumping faster than ever, but 
everything seemed to have stopped. What... 


As those thoughts raced through Garet's head, he was still 
fully aware of what was going on. 


Jenna was kissing him. 


What was he supposed to do? He had never been ina 
situation like this before. It was understandable, given that 
this wasn't a normal situation, but he had no idea what he 
should be doing. Should he push her away? That would be 
the sensible thing to do, and he would feel bad after he 
promised Isaac he would lay off for at least a while. 


And yet, when he tried to move his arms into a position to 
push her off of him, Garet found his arms wrapping more 
tightly around Jenna. His eyes began to shut as if the 
atmosphere was taking control of him. He wanted to push 
her away, and yet he found that his one true desire was to 
hold her like this for as long as possible. It was like a dream, 
one that had been postponed for far too long. He had sat on 
the sidelines of his best friends' romance for as long as he 
could remember, and now he was here, being a part of the 
romance he didn't know existed for him. 


When Jenna finally began pulling away from him, Garet felt 
a sense of longing, but allowed her to do so. His mind was 
still blank as he attempted to determine whether that had 
all been real or not. 


"I'm in love with you, Garet." 


He heard her words perfectly, yet it was almost as if he 
hadn't heard them at all, like hearing an echo without 
hearing the source. As that echo bounced around in his 
head, he began to fully understand the meaning of her 
words. She loved him. His feelings were returned, even if she 
didn't know about them. The one girl he cared most about in 
all of Weyard shared his feelings. It made him ecstatic, 
euphoric, like he was floating along with the clouds. He had 
never felt such a wave of wonderful emotions wash over 
him. 


And yet, despite everything he was feeling, Garet felt sick to 
his stomach, more disgusted with himself than he ever had 
in his entire life... 


Ah, there we have it, the last chapter before the plotlines 
split. | think the weirdest part to write was the whole 
conversation between Garet and Isaac because it was 
exactly the same as the one in WiH, but | had to write it from 
Garet's perspective instead of Isaac's. 


I'm not sure why, but | really started getting into the last 
section with Garet and Jenna. That whole argument was 
probably my favourite part of the story so far, which is kind 
of funny because | sort of just added it in. Originally, it was 
just going to be Garet finding out that she was alone and 
then the kiss, but | saw a good opportunity to add in some 


more stuff. | think it worked, but let me know what you 
thought! 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 7*: Remorse 


Ugh, update rates are slowly getting worse for me. | was 
really set to write a bunch over the weekend and then ended 
up not having any time to until late Sunday afternoon...of 
last week... Still, a late chapter is better than no chapter, 
right? 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Remorse 
"Tyrell?" 


"Yo," Tyrell greeted Matthew as the blond answered the door 
to Jenna's house, "did I come at a bad time?" 


"O-Oh, no, not at all," Matthew responded a bit groggily. "I 
just wasn't expecting you was all. Is Karis still asleep or 
something?" 


"Yeah, or she was when | left at least." 
"Heh, well, come on in." 


Entering the much more modest home, Tyrell stepped inside 
and followed Matthew to the living room. Sitting on the 
rocking chair inside was a familiar woman with cinnamon- 
brown hair tied back into a bun. Like the two boys' fathers, 
her appearance did not accurately reflect her true age, as 
she looked only to be in her late twenties. Turning her head 
from whatever it was she had been looking at, the woman 
smiled at them. 


"Ah, Tyrell, it's been quite some time," she greeted warmly. 
“How are your" 


"I'm all right," he said plainly with a shrug. "I figured | would 
drop by and see how things were over here." 


"That's very thoughtful of you. | hope you don't mind, but | 
was actually about to get Matthew to run a few errands for 
me." 


"I'll only be a couple hours at most, so you can just hang out 
here until I'm done," Matthew suggested. 


"Sure, | can do that," Tyrell accepted. "See you later, then." 


Bidding Matthew off, Jenna gestured for Tyrell to take a seat, 
to which he gratefully accepted. 


For a while, neither of them said anything to one another. In 
the past, Tyrell had never had any trouble speaking to 
Jenna, as she was a kind enough lady and also Matthew's 
mother. While he didn't exactly feel uncomfortable right 
now, being alone in the same room as her after reading 
some of Garet's book was just a bit awkward. Tyrell had 
never pictured Jenna to be a hothead, as she had always 
come Off as a typical motherly figure whenever he saw her, 
but that was not even the biggest issue here. 


Casting brief glances in her direction, he wondered what 
could possibly have happened in her past that resulted in 
Isaac being the father of her child, as opposed to his own 
father and the mystery woman Tyrell had never met. He was 
sure to read about all of it in the book, but trying to figure it 
out, especially after reading about the kiss...it just seemed 
so confusing. 


"ls something the matter, Tyrell?" Jenna asked when she 
caught one of his passing glances. 


"H-Huh? I mean, no, it's nothing...er, well, there is 
something, but, um...! can't really...think of the best way to 
say it...or if it's something | should talk to you about." 


Jenna scrunched her face a bit in thought, and Tyrell 
suddenly felt as though she were trying to pick through his 
thoughts. Of course, she did not actually possess such an 
ability, but her scrutinizing gaze still left him feeling slightly 
vulnerable. 


"I'm going to take a wild guess and say that it has 
something to do with your father," she said after about a 
minute, sighing as she rocked back in her chair. 


Tyrell did not voice his response, but found himself 
unconsciously nodding his head meekly. Had it not been 
Jenna, she probably would not have been able to guess 
exactly what was going on from Tyrell's out-of-character 
behaviour, but considering she was part of what was making 
him act in such a manner, it only took her another minute to 
say what she thought. 


"Now that I think about it, he did mention something about 
a book when he and Isaac stopped by here," the brunette 
sighed. "He never really was much of a literary person, so I 
was surprised when he said he wrote a book that he wanted 
you to read." 


Again, Tyrell did not respond right away, though after 
suppressing his nerves, he was able to quietly mutter out, 
"So, were you and my dad really...in love with each other?" 


A somewhat pained smile formed on Jenna's face as she 
closed her eyes. It was the look of someone who had lived 


through more than a few hardships and had come to terms 
with them, even if she was not what one might say satisfied 
with the end results. 


"How much have you found out?" she asked simply. 


"W-Well," he stammered as he tried not to feel too 
embarrassed about speaking about this with her, "I-in the 
autobiography, you just kissed him after breaking up with 
Isaac..." 


",../ see. | suppose | can discuss this with you, though | 
would like to finish speaking about it before Matthew gets 
back. To answer your question, yes, Garet and | did have 
very strong feelings for each other, but the beginnings of 
our relationship were anything but smooth sailing..." 


"G-Garet?!" Jenna cried as the tall Mars adept showed up at 
her door. "Oh my gods, what happened to you?!" 


Garet had not had a chance to look at himself yet, but after 
the recent confrontation with Isaac, he could imagine the 
damage that had been done to him. Allowing Jenna to pull 
him inside, she rushed him up into Felix's old room and 
ordered him to get changed while she heated up a bath to 
keep him from getting sick. 


Moving mechanically after the door was shut behind him, 
Garet slowly began stripping off his soaking wet clothes. He 
was freezing, and yet he could not even shiver or begin to 
feel the biting cold that coursed through his body. Standing 
naked and dropping his clothing in a wet heap on the 
ground, the Mars adept slowly looked up at the mirror before 
him, not the least bit surprised by the maimed figure that 


stared back at him. His face was a bloody mess, a large 
bruise had begun forming on his abdomen, and the spikes 
atop his head were wilted down, the water on them having 
frozen into ice. 


Despite the damage, Garet felt none of it. No amount of 
physical pain could amount to the mental and emotional 
damage dealt to him. If anything, he felt that this mangled 
creature in the mirror fit what he was: the reason for all his 
friends’ turmoil. Collapsing onto his knees before the mirror, 
Garet hung his head, unable to keep looking at himself any 
longer. 


After kissing Jenna and telling her he would stay with her, 
Garet had come to the realization that he was the reason for 
all of Jenna and Isaac's relationship problems and pain. She 
had fallen for him while dating Isaac, leading to the growing 
distance between her and the Venus adept. He, being the 
oblivious friend with feelings for her, had done nothing to 
help patch things up between her and Isaac. Knowing that, 
he could not in good conscience keep his newfound 
knowledge from his best friend. He knew what the 
consequences would entail, and yet no amount of guilt and 
apologizing could ever amount to the pain he knew Isaac 
was in. 


No more than a half hour ago, Garet watched as all the trust 
Isaac had for him disappeared in an instant. The punch that 
led to his now broken nose was the first time the Mars adept 
had felt the full brunt of his best friend's fury. Never had he 
heard Isaac swear so liberally, and the ire contained in his 
words hurt more than the following kick to his stomach and 
the collision of his body with the frozen pond. 


"We're supposed to be brothers..." Garet muttered, quoting 
the last words Isaac had screamed at him before leaving the 


area with all haste. Like a dagger to the heart, those words 
pierced through every mental layer he tried to protect 
himself with. 


Why had he returned Jenna's kiss? Why hadn't he pushed 
her away and told her he couldn't be doing this? Why had 
he deliberately and knowingly done the one thing that he 
knew would break the trust Isaac had for either of them? No 
amount of bottled up feelings or attempts to explain that 
she had kissed him first could excuse the fact that he had 
betrayed his best friend. 


"Garet? I'm coming in..." Jenna called from the other side of 
the door. Garet did not move, hardly reacting as she yelped 
at the sight of his naked backside kneeling in front of the 
mirror. "G-Garet...you'll catch a cold if you stay like that. J- 
Just hurry up and get in the bath..." 


The redhead still remained where he was, unable to carry 
himself in his current condition. Hoping to hear Jenna's 
footsteps leave the room, he was almost tempted to look 
back when the floor slowly creaked closer to him. After three 
or four consecutive creaks, he felt the brunette's slender 
arms wrap around his right bicep as she attempted to hoist 
him up. 


"You don't need to explain what happened right now, but..." 
she spoke quietly, hesitating as she struggled to pull him, "I 
do want to know what happened. This...this whole thing is 
my fault and...I-l... Garet, l'm so sorry | got you involved..." 


Only exhaling slowly, Garet weakly stood on his own, using 
Jenna for support as she kept her gaze in the opposite 
direction of his exposed body. He had no words for her, not 
because he was angry but because he simply could not 
bring himself to speak at this time. In silence, the two of 


them headed down the hall, wordlessly separating at the 
entrance to the bathroom. 


"1 can still remember the look on his face," Jenna said airily. 
“Ll only caught a glimpse of it then, but unfortunately it 
wasn't the last time he would be so upset." 


"I... see," Tyrell quietly responded, trying as hard as he 
could to sympathize with his father's past emotions. "So, 
what happened after that? Specifically between Dad and 
Isaac?" 


Jenna paused for a moment as she recalled the memory, 
almost as if she were hesitating, though she spoke with the 
regular rhythm of her typical speech. "To be quite honest, 
nothing." 


"Nothing?" Tyrell repeated, cocking his head to the side. 
"What do you mean?" 


"There was no way for them to really do anything to or for 
each other after that. In fact, it was years before Garet and | 
were even able to indirectly communicate with Isaac." 


"1 don't...understand." Tyrell shook his head. Just as Jenna 
opened her mouth to explain, a different voice answered 
from somewhere behind the younger flame user. 


"It's because Isaac ran away." The two Mars adepts jumped 
in surprise at Matthew's sudden appearance. "Sorry, | was 
just dropping some stuff off and overheard a bit of what you 
were talking about. Dad always used to tell me that | 
shouldn't run away from my problems because the one time 
he did it took years to reconcile. He never explained in 


detail what happened, only that he got in a fight with Mom 
and your dad." 


"That's more or less what happened," said Jenna. "When we 
found out that he had disappeared, well, I'm just glad that 
Garet and | were there to support each other. Isaac was off 
somewhere alone, and knowing that we were the cause of 
that, with no way of finding him, nearly pushed us to our 
breaking points." 


One day went by and no one thought much of Isaac's 
absence. It was not unusual for the twenty-year-old 
adventurer to wander off for a day or two. Dora was ina 
panic over the note she had found on her son's bed, but 
most of the people in the village were quick to quell her 
fears, telling her that he would probably be gone for a few 
days at most. This was not simply to calm her down; 
everyone truly believed that Isaac would return once he'd 
spent a few days on his own. 


That was nearly three weeks ago. 


After the first week without hearing from him, Dora had 
managed to convince some others to ask around Vault, 
Lunpa, and even Kalay if he had been seen anywhere. 
Unfortunately, those who had come back all returned with 
the same response. 


Sitting at the pond, Garet stared blankly at the frozen 
surface. Of all the search groups, he had travelled the 
farthest to look for Isaac. He wanted to be the one to find his 
best friend and bring him back, but he knew that even if he 
had found the Venus adept that things would only get worse 


than before. After all, why would Isaac come back with him if 
he was the reason the blond had left in the first place? 


"Hey," Jenna's voice softly rang out somewhere behind him. 


Briefly glancing over his shoulder, Garet mumbled a 
haphazard greeting in response. "Hey." 


"I, um, brought you something," Jenna said as she stepped 
beside him. Reaching into a basket she was holding, she 
pulled out a freshly baked croissant and handed it to him. 
"l Know you haven't really been thinking about your own 
health, but you need to eat sometime." 


Mechanically taking the roll from her, Garet silently tore a 
bit off of it and popped it in his mouth. He wanted to tell her 
it was good, see her smile from his compliment, but 
something held him back from doing so. These past three 
weeks, the Mars adept had made sure that he did not do 
anything that he would consider overly enjoyable; after all, 
how could he? Would it be fair to enjoy himself while Isaac 
was grieving somewhere out in the wilderness? 


"Do you think he's alright?" Jenna sighed, gently leaning her 
body against Garet's. 


"He's fine," Garet responded without hesitation. "Isaac 
knows how to fend for himself and he's strong enough to 
defend against monsters." 


Jenna turned her head to look up at him, but Garet 
continued staring forward at the frozen water. "| suppose 
you're right," she sighed. 


They stayed silent for a short while, gazing at the pond as if 
it might help relieve their stress. Garet knew that Jenna had 
not meant Isaac's physical well-being and ability to survive; 


however, he did not want to think of how their childhood 
friend was faring with his flustered emotions. 


"If you'd like, | could go check on him for you," a female 
voice echoed in Garet's head. Blinking once, Garet watched 
as a small, red light flashed before his eyes and one of his 
djinn appeared from it. "We don't really have boundaries as 
to where we can go." 


Truthfully, this thought had crossed Garet's mind before, but 
he had never wanted to go through with it. More than 
anything, he wanted to speak to Isaac, even if indirectly, but 
at the same time, though he was almost sure it wouldn't be 
the case, Garet was afraid that his djinn would return to say 
that they were unable to find him or that Isaac was hurt. 


"Don't worry about it, Fever," Garet sighed, shaking his 
head. "Even if | sent you, | doubt he would say anything. | 
think it would only stress me out more if | Knew how he was 
doing, anyway." 


"And you, Miss Jenna?" Fever asked, turning a bit more 
towards her. 


"|... feel the same," Jenna answered quietly. 


Because djinn lack mouths (or complete faces, so to speak), 
Fever's 'frown' had an odd look to it. However, the Mars 
djinni mentally sighed and gave a short little bow to each of 
them before disappearing in the standard flash of light. 
“Humans are weird creatures." 


Garet and Jenna were not even given a moment to think 
before a carrier pigeon descended before them. On its leg 
was a scroll of parchment, neatly tied together by a twine 
string. Holding his arm up in front of him, Garet allowed the 
bird to perch on it. Carefully untying the bow, he retrieved 


the letter and set the pigeon back on the ground so he could 
read what it said. Immediately recognizing the neat 
curvature as Mia's, he wondered how she might react to 
hearing of Isaac's disappearance. 


Dear Garet and Jenna, 


It's been quite some time since we last saw each other! 
Spending nearly an entire year without everyone has felt so 
strange; going back to my regular duties in Imil feels almost 
foreign to me. 


| wish I could go on speaking about many things in this 
letter, but unfortunately | will run out of room on the page if 
| do. The main reason | am writing this is because something 
has come up that will prevent me from visiting New Vale. It 
saddens me to have to say that after going on about how | 
would get to see you all again, but this is something that | 
cannot find a workaround for. Perhaps I will plan a trip there 
when things are not quite as hectic. 


Sorry. Hope to see you soon. 
Mia 


Handing the letter to Jenna so that she could read it more 
easily, Garet sighed inwardly. He had been looking forward 
to seeing the healer again, but at the same time it was 
probably for the better that she could not come. After all, it 
would only worry her if she arrived and discovered that Isaac 
had missing for three weeks, and Garet knew that it would 
put a damper on her spirits in more than just one way. 


"Weird how she only addressed the letter to the two of us," 
Jenna said, flipping it over as if there might be more. "It's not 
like she could have known Isaac wasn't here." 


Garet had not even given that a second thought, but it was 
easy to draw a conclusion. "She probably wrote a separate 
one to him and his parents already got it." 


"| guess that makes sense..." 


She probably hadn't meant to, but Garet thought he could 
hear a slight bit of resentment in Jenna's voice. It obviously 
had nothing to do with her current feelings, but the issue 
with Mia had never been fully resolved it seemed. In any 
case, this was one more reason why her trip getting 
cancelled would be for the better. 


"Are you going to stay here?" Garet asked, turning to face 
her for the first time since she'd shown up. "I'm gonna head 
off." 


"Yeah, | think I'll stay here for a while, maybe think about 
how to write back to Mia." 


"Sign my name at the bottom, too." 


With only a simple nod, Jenna took a small step from Garet's 
side so that he could leave. Turning in the direction of the 
village, he slowly began trudging down the hill, avoiding the 
patches of ice as he crunched through the snow. 


Entering lower area of New Vale, the Mars adept watched as 
people went about their daily lives. The shopkeepers and 
stallholders were enthusiastic as ever, calling out to people 
that bustled about the market. A merchant's cart with the 
insignia of Hammet's Trading was situated near the 
entrance, though Ivan was not amongst the travelling 
merchants. Apparently he had gone back to Contigo for a 
while. 


Though it shouldn't have been striking, Garet felt it was 
strange to see all these people living their everyday lives 
like always. For some reason or other, he had been under the 
impression that Isaac's disappearance was weighing heavily 
on everyone's minds. In retrospect, he had only been 
concerning himself with the search parties and the people 
closest to Isaac, so of course all of them would be worried 
about him. 


"Garet!" 


Glancing over to the source of the voice, the redhead 
noticed Isaac's father Kyle approaching him with a hefty 
amount of metal bars in his arms. Ever since New Vale's 
completion, Kyle had retaken his old post as head 
blacksmith in the village. Of course, with the relatively 
docile and weak monsters around this area, weapons were 
made more for ceremonial or home security reasons. 


"Hi, Kyle," Garet said plainly, unable to fake any enthusiasm, 
"did you need something?" 


"Not particularly, no," the older man stated. "Just saw you 
standing there looking dazed was all. You aren't still moping 
about Isaac, are you?" 


The way he put it made Garet feel embarrassed. If anything, 
shouldn't Kyle be worrying just as much as Dora was? After 
all, it was his son that was missing. 


"Help me carry some of these, will you?" Kyle said, though 
he didn't wait for an answer as he passed off half of his 
stack. 


Making their way over to the back of the armoury, Garet 
gladly set the metal bars down in a barrel. Wiping the sweat 


from his forehead, he realized that his sleeves were now 
covered in some sort of grime, perhaps oil. 


"Whoops, sorry about that," Kyle said upon realizing the 
black marks on Garet's clothing. "I'd normally get Patcher to 
do that kind of job for me, but he recently just started 
managing the inn. Imagine that, a kid his age running a 
place like that. Kid's got spunk, that's for sure. How would 
you feel about working here, Garet? You'd probably be a nice 
asset, what with your fire abilities and whatnot." 


"| don't really mind," Garet replied, catching the leather 
apron Kyle tossed from across the anvil. "But, um, Sir..." 


"Hmm? Something the matter?" 


"Well, it's just..." Garet hesitated, wondering if bringing it up 
might be a touchy subject. After all, it was quite likely that 
Kyle was simply burying his worries within himself. 


"You're still worried about Isaac, aren't you?" 


Using looking for proper work equipment as an excuse to 
avert his gaze from the Venus adept, Garet slowly tried to 
form a sentence. "Not so much worried as concerned about 
his emotional state. And, well, to be honest, I'm a bit 
confused as to how you don't seem to be the least bit 
bothered by him suddenly leaving." 


Kyle didn't respond right away, simply going about his work 
as if Garet had made a plain comment that didn't need a 
response. As the older man reached for his bellows to 
increase the furnace's flames, he remembered whom he was 
with. Turning to Garet, Kyle pointed to the furnace. 
Increasing the flames with a snap of his fingers, Garet could 
only watch as Kyle stuck a partially finished blade into the 
fires. 


"I can't say anything about his emotional state," Kyle 
responded after what felt like a very long time, "but | know 
Isaac is surviving the best way he knows how. He's always 
been a strong kid, so! don't have to worry about anything 
happening to him. The reason | don't seem worried is 
because | believe he'll come out of this whole thing 
stronger." 


The Venus adept gestured for Garet to come over and watch 
the sword in the furnace while he prepared something else. 
Keeping an eye on it, despite having no idea what he was 
doing, the Mars adept listened as Kyle continued speaking. 


"Of course, since I'm not worried very much, Dora won't stop 
stressing about it," he chuckled dryly. "But it's in her nature 
to be like that." Pausing and turning to face Garet directly, 
Kyle took on a serious expression. "I don't know the full 
story, but | don't think you or Jenna should be blaming 
yourselves, or, at the very least, don't feel that the blame 
rests entirely with you. Isaac left of his own volition, possibly 
even because | suggested the idea to him." 


Stepping back as Kyle went to remove the sword, Garet 
couldn't find the right words to say. Kyle had suggested 
Isaac run away? Why would he have done something like 
that? Either way, it really didn't matter at this point, as 
finding out his reasoning would not change the fact that 
Isaac was gone. 


"You don't have any idea where he might have gone, I'm 
assuming," Garet said quietly. 


"Only that he was heading east, but that doesn't say much 
since there's nowhere to really go west of here. Perhaps he 
needs some time to really find himself and come to terms 

with what happened. I'm not sure what sort of experiences 


you had on your journey, but it is likely that he is going 
somewhere important to him." 


Off the top of his head, Garet could think of countless places 
that were important to their journey. Even if he narrowed it 
down to the likeliest destinations, it didn't necessarily mean 
those locations held the same importance to Isaac. This was 
all soeculative pondering, anyway, as there would be no way 
of checking that he was there, nor would Garet go to him 
even if it was guaranteed. 


"If you want my opinion," Kyle said in between hammer 
strikes. "You should focus on your own life here. Let Isaac 
figure out what he wants for himself and you do the same. 
This goes for both of you: if you spend all your time stressing 
about each other and Jenna, then you aren't going to be 
able to move on from what should have been a petty 
squabble." 


A petty squabble? Garet wanted to argue that it was much 
more than that, but the truth behind Kyle's words struck him 
as he thought about what had happened, what it had been 
about, and why things turned out the way they did. 


"Anyhow, the first step to getting there would be to figure 
out where you want to go from here," Kyle stated, firmly 
holding the hammer out for Garet to take. "Strike the sword, 
Garet. Use it to take out your built-up frustrations and shape 
it the way you want it to be. Only after the metal has been 
superheated and beaten can it become the tools and 
weapons society requires. Remember that and apply what 
knowledge you have to make it right." 


Admittedly, Garet had always been bad at understanding 
Kyle's metaphors, but this one seemed to hit close enough to 
home that he could fully comprehend it. Nodding and firmly 


grasping the hammer before him, Garet took the proper spot 
at the anvil and held the hammer above his head. This first 
task would be clumsy and probably end in failure, but from it 
he would learn and grow. With that in mind, he readjusted 
his grip and brought the hammer down to meet the blade. 


The first blow, the first fight, the clumsiness and unease of a 
neophyte taking their first step into an unfamiliar 
environment. With all of his pent-up emotions, Garet 
released what he could into that first strike. 


Bang. 


Ugh, did not think it would take me this long to write a 
chapter that's shorter than what | would typically write, but 
here it is. Not sure how | feel about the ending segment in 
this chapter, but it /s what | wanted it to be...| dunno, just a 
weird feeling | was having while writing it. 


I'm excited to start writing original material now, though! 
While it still has to work in the timeline and framework of 
WiH, there are quite a few time gaps that | can fill in with 
new stuff (like some much-needed GaretxJenna banter, 
jokes, fluff, etc.). 


Thanks to templeofdecay for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Gengal/upite 


*Chapter 8*: Jealousy 


Having a four-day weekend seemed like a great idea, but 
having to make up one of those days on the following 
Saturday and only getting one day off...well, it wasn't the 
most brilliant idea. To be fair, | didn't want to take three days 
off and be the only one in the office on the fourth, so | guess 
it's not the worst. Still, it didn't leave much time for 
anything. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Jealousy 


The scent of freshly baked bread filled the air as Garet 
stepped into the bakery. Closing his eyes as he deeply 
inhaled, the edges of his lips curled up automatically. 
Stepping up towards the counter, the redhead spotted Jenna 
bustling about near the ovens as she moved back and forth 
to knead dough and increase temperatures at the same 
time. 


"Hey," Garet said when Jenna spotted him. 


"Hey, sorry, I'll just be a sec," she responded and continued 
going about her work. Having a couple minutes to spare, 
Garet wandered around to look at the food on display. 


It had been a little less than two months since the whole 
incident with Isaac had occurred. While those first three 
weeks had been extremely difficult for the two Mars adepts, 
Garet had really taken Kyle's words to heart and started to 
look more towards what his own future would entail. There 


were more important things than moping over his friend, 
after all: like Jenna, for instance. 


Glancing up from the pastry display to look at the brunette, 
Garet felt his insides begin to flutter just a bit. This whole 
situation almost felt like a story; one where the down-on-his- 
luck protagonist finally got the chance to shine and step out 
from the shadows he'd been living in. Of course, his 
situation was not quite so dramatic, but Garet felt as though 
those years of watching his best friend and the girl he liked 
from the sidelines had finally paid off. Now it was his turn to 
experience the one thing he thought might never happen. 


Thinking about this, though, Garet could not deny that he 
still felt a bit guilty for being so happy. It had really only 
happened at the expense of Isaac's happiness, and 
regardless of whether he chose to think of it as an 
unavoidable circumstance the situation still bothered him. 


"Okay, we can head out now!" Jenna's voice snapped Garet 
from his thoughts, and he looked to see her hanging her 
apron on a hook. "Though, | don't think it's very gentlemanly 
to pick up a girl when your clothes are covered in scorch 
marks and oil." 


Looking down at his clothes, Garet smirked as he turned his 
attention back up to her. 


"Yeah, well, saying that doesn't mean much coming from 
you, Miss Flour-Everywhere." 


"Heehee, at least | smell good!" 
"Would you rather | not have come by?" 


Jenna's playful smirk softened into a more genuine smile as 
she took Garet's hand. He held his breath as the brunette 


gazed up at him, her cinnamon eyes staring deeply into his. 
Watching as she readjusted her grip and took his arm, the 
redhead's heart began pounding as she leaned her head on 
his shoulder and began leading them out. 


"No," she responded to his question. "I'd rather spend time 
with my boyfriend, even if he's kind of a slob." 


Garet unintentionally tensed up as those words sunk in. Her 
boyfriend. Boyfriend. Meaning that the two of them were 
now a couple and he was allowed to say to others that he 
had a girlfriend. 


"Garet? You okay?" 


"O-Oh, yeah, sorry," he stammered as they stepped out of 
the bakery. 


Despite the fact that the two Mars adepts had now been 
together for about two and a half weeks, Garet still had yet 
to fully calm the early-relationship jitters from his system. 
This wasn't necessarily a bad thing, but he would feel less 
self-conscious if Jenna didn't make him nervous all the time, 
especially since he never felt this way before they had 
officially gotten together. 


"You know, this is kind of surreal," Jenna said as they started 
up the steeper part of the hill. "I mean, no offense, but | 
never really imagined getting together with you, Garet. 
Even after | realized that | liked you, | didn't think anything 
was going to happen, at least not as quickly as it did." 


"Same," Garet responded quietly, thankful that her tone was 
calming his nerves. "I...don't know if you knew, but I've liked 
you ever since we were little kids. | always wanted to tell you 
but | couldn't find the right way or time to do it. | guess that 
you still ended up beating me to the punch in the end." 


Jenna giggled a bit and tightened her grip on Garet's arm. 
"Well, | kind of had a feeling you liked me, but | never knew 
for sure. Apparently everyone else in Vale did, though, so I'm 
a little embarrassed." 


Garet chuckled as well, feeling almost relieved that she was 
also embarrassed by something that was embarrassing for 
him. 


The two continued to chat about menial things as they 
continued up the hill, the sound of rushing water from the 
creek accompanying their chatter. From an onlooker's 
perspective, it would seem as though Garet and Jenna had 
been together for a long time and few hardships had ever 
befallen them. To be fair, they had known each other all their 
lives, but to say that they were free from hardship was 
almost laughable. Rather, the entire situation only seemed 
so peaceful due to the contrasting hardships they had had 
to endure for a sizeable chunk of their lives. 


As the fleeting thought of their adventure passed through 
Garet's mind, he began to dwell on what their journey had 
started as: a mission to rescue Jenna. While it was true that 
he and Isaac had been tasked with retrieving the Elemental 
Stars, it was quite clear to everyone that the boys’ minds 
were focused on saving their childhood friend. Had the 
Elemental Stars not been stolen, they still would have given 
chase to rescue her. 


A light breeze swept across New Vale, and Garet gazed at 
Jenna's face as it blew her untied hair back. For as long as he 
could remember, she and Isaac had always been the two 
people he cared most for in all of Weyard. They had grown 
up together, learned psynergy together, experienced loss 
together, and ultimately gotten to where they were now. 
Garet was doing his best to look forward to the future, but 


the idea that his best friend might not be a part of it 
weighed heavily on his mind. He had finally reached the 
next level with Jenna, but at the same time he potentially 
lost the bond he had with Isaac. In terms of moving forward 
in his life, all Garet had succeeded at doing was taking a 
step forward and a step back. 


It wasn't just him, either. Whenever Garet looked at Jenna, 
he was hit with a flurry of mixed emotions. Behind the front 
that she put up, it was obvious that she was still worried 
about Isaac and felt guilty for doing what she did. He knew 
this, he understood it, and he could completely empathize 
with it. 


Yet, for all that he could relate to, he was envious. 


At first, Garet believed that these feelings of jealousy only 
came about from his inexperience with relationships and the 
length of time he had wanted to be with Jenna, but it 
seemed now that it was more than that. The fact that Jenna 
still thought about Isaac made him uncomfortable; in fact, it 
would not be a lie to say that he outright hated it. He hated 
that they were broken up and she sti//thought about their 
missing friend than she did her own boyfriend. He hated 
that he sti// felt like he was on the outs in their three-person 
friendship. He hated that, despite everything that had 
changed, it all still felt the same. 


But more than anything else, he hated himself for feeling 
this way. 


Why was it that everything revolved around Isaac? Yes, he 
had always been the leader of their group, whether it was as 
kids or on a mission to save the world, but why did that 
make him the centre of attention? He certainly did not 
command the attention that some of the quirkier members 


of their groups had, nor did he even speak much when the 
situation did not call for it. He was always the quiet, modest 
leader, nothing more and nothing less. 


"Garet?" Jenna said, snapping the redhead from his 
thoughts. 


"Huh?" he answered dumbly, not realizing right away that 
they were standing in front of her house. 


"You've been really quiet for the last little while," she 
explained, tilting her head to the side a bit. "Are you okay?" 


"Oh, yeah, totally!" he said enthusiastically, forcing a big 
grin onto his face. "I was just kind of hungry and couldn't 
stop thinking about food. I blame you for smelling so damn 
good." 


Jenna raised one of her eyebrows, but was easily fooled by 

his in-character charade. Smirking, she let out a soft giggle 
and straightened her head. "Heehee, you're a real glutton, 

you know that?" 


Garet responded with a crooked smile. "You tell me every 
other day. At least I'm not fat, right?" 


"Well, you definitely aren't skinny, that's for sure." 


"Who needs a six pack when you could have a one pack? 
Less is more and all that." 


"In your case, I'm not sure saying ‘less is more' is really the 
most appropriate thing you could think of." 


Before he could think of a way to respond, Jenna quickly 
stood on her toes to peck his lips. Caught by surprise, Garet 
could only look back down at her with a blank stare. 


"| have to be up early, so that's my goodnight to you." She 
twirled back and forth a bit, seeming uncharacteristically 
bashful and girly in the moment. "Will you stop by after work 
again?" 


"Y-Yeah, definitely." 
"M'kay, well, see you tomorrow." 


With that rather brief ending note, Jenna opened the door to 
her house. Glancing back over her shoulder, she smiled 
sweetly at Garet before stepping through the door and 
shutting it behind her. Once she was out of sight and 
hopefully out of hearing range, Garet let out a deep sigh and 
slouched his posture. Their exchange had been quick, and 
yet he felt as though his cheerful act would crumble at any 
moment from how long it was taking. 


"Well, that certainly was an ordeal, wasn't it?" 


Starting up the stairs behind Jenna's home, a small red light 
flashed before the Mars adept's eyes as Fever floated in front 
of him. 


"Not that it's really my place to say or anything, but I don't 
think you should force your jokester persona all the time just 
because your friends are used to it," Fever's female voice 
echoed in his head. "mean, come on, Garet, she's your 
girlfriend, not to mention someone you've known since you 
were basically a baby!" 


"What would be the point in worrying her?" he mumbled, 
glancing around to make sure no one was outside to hear 
him. "She shouldn't have to worry about me if she's already 
worried about Isaac." 


"Mars have mercy... You're a grown man now; get your act 
together! Why can't you just tell her that it makes you 
uncomfortable when she constantly worries about him?" 


Garet narrowed his eyes as his tone sharpened. "I can't just 
do that, Fever. Don't you understand; l'm worried about 
Isaac, too. Maybe not as much as I was before, but it's not 
like I've forgotten about him. How can I ask her to stop 
worrying about him if he's also constantly in the back of my 
mind? Seems a little hypocritical, and it's not like she 
doesn't know that I'm worried about him." 


Fever sighed mentally as she floated onto Garet's shoulder. 
"I don't think I'll ever understand human emotions. Can't the 
two of you sit down and talk about it like mature adults or 
something? Just tell her how you're feeling, she'll tell you 
how she's feeling, and maybe you guys can come to some 
kind of mutual understanding. You may not know this, but it 
really bums all of us out when our masters are constantly 
stressed out." 


Garet sighed and shook his head, feeling as though this 
discussion would go nowhere. Fever, like pretty much all 
djinn, had a very loose understanding of how human 
emotions and thought processes worked. Consequently, this 
led to a lot of headaches whenever the elemental beings 
tried to give their two cents for emotional situations. 
Logically, Fever had a sensible solution; however, the 
situation would call for something a bit more conscientious, 
and this was where the problem lay. 


Stepping through the doorway to his own home, Garet took 
his heavy jacket and scarf off, thankful for the warmth of the 
large fireplace in the living room. Greeting his family as he 
entered, he quickly made his way upstairs and into his 
bedroom. Snapping his fingers to light some of the candles 


around the room, Garet collapsed face-first onto his bed and 
rolled over onto his back, taking a deep breath as he did so. 
Shutting his eyes, he allowed his thoughts to run wild. 


No matter what he tried, it seemed that this drama would 
affect him for the indefinite future. He really had convinced 
himself not to worry about Isaac, but regardless of whether 
he was still concerned about the Venus adept, it would be 
nigh impossible to make Jenna stop stressing about it. There 
really was no escape for Garet; something would always tie 
him back to that event, cursing him to relive all the pain and 
frustration that Isaac's fury had transferred to him. Perhaps 
this was justice, the karma that would haunt him for 
betraying his closest friend's trust. 


Through his closed eyes, Garet sensed a flash of light from 
somewhere above him. Thinking that it was one of his djinn, 
he tried to ignore it, but the thought that it could have been 
one of the candles setting something aflame forced him to 
crack one of his eyes open. Though nothing was on fire, the 
redhead was still rather surprised by his unexpected visitor. 


"Hey there, Master Garet!" squeaked the Venus djinni that 
was hovering over his face. "How's it going?" 


"U-Uh..." he stuttered, blinking a couple of times to make 
sure he wasn't hallucinating. "Okay, | guess... Sorry, which 
one are you again? | can only ever tell my own djinn apart..." 


The djinni chuckled and did a backflip in the air as it 'spoke.' 
"I'm Quartz, remember? I'm one of Master Isaac's djinn. 
Oops, | forgot that he doesn't want us to call him "Master" 
anymore..." 


Personally, Garet had never been fond of the whole "Master" 
thing, either, so he had informed all of his djinn right away 
that just calling him Garet would be fine. Of course, some of 


the older ones were too stubborn and old-fashioned to stop 
it, so he let those ones be. 


"Yeah, | remember," Garet said blankly. Fora moment, 
neither of them said anything, but once he really understood 
that one of Isaac's djinn was in front of him, Garet suddenly 
shot straight up towards the small brown creature before 
him. 


"Aah!" she mentally squealed. “Don't do that! You scared 
me!" 


"What the hell are you doing here?!" Garet shouted, though 
he lowered his voice so not to cause his family concern. 
"Shouldn't you be with Isaac? The fact that you're here... Did 
something happen to him?" 


"Whoa, hang on a second," Quartz said as she steadied her 
hovering. "First off, | should tell you that Isaac doesn't know 
that I'm here, okay? | came back to check in on everyone in 
New Vale just in case he ever wants to know, though I doubt 
he'll be asking anytime soon. Anyway, I can't really give you 
any details about where he is or how he's doing, but | 
thought it'd be best to let you know he's safe." 


Like a massive weight had been lifted from his shoulders, 
Garet exhaled deeply and flopped back down onto his bed, 
watching as Quartz came to hover over his face again. 
"Thank the gods... | didn't think it would be, but...wow, what 
a relief it is to hear that..." 


Easily sensing his relief, Quartz continued. "Yes, he's 
perfectly safe. | wouldn't say he's in the best shape of his 
life, but he's definitely managing. To be honest, | went to tell 
Miss Jenna first, but she was asleep when I showed up at her 
house, so I came here instead. | did let some of her djinn 
know, so they can tell her in the morning." 


"That won't be necessary," Fever's voice said before a red 
flash indicated her arrival. “Now that we know he's safe, 
we're leaving it to Garet to let Jenna know. After all, they 
need to have a nice chat about some things, right, Garet?" 


Garet swatted at Fever in annoyance, finding her general 
sassiness unwelcome in this brief moment of gladness. 
"Yeah, yeah, whatever, I'll talk to her tomorrow." Satisfied 
with his answer, Fever disappeared in another flash of red, 
leaving Garet and Quartz alone in his bedroom. 


"Um...this is more of a question from my own curiosity," 
Quartz said slowly, hovering in a back and forth motion, “but 
I'd like to know...are you and Miss Jenna together now?" 


Garet did not respond right away, unsure of whether or not 
he should answer. Quartz did say that she was here of her 
own accord, but that did not necessarily mean that she 
wouldn't tell Isaac how things were going here. While it 
wouldn't come as a Surprise to him to hear that the two Mars 
adepts were now a couple, Garet wasn't sure if Isaac would 
take it well to hear confirmation from his own djinni. 


"You really aren't planning to say anything to Isaac?" 


"/ think he would be angry with me if he knew that I had 
come back here." 


Sighing, the redhead shut his eyes and sprawled his arms 
out sideways. "Yeah, Jen and | are a couple now. Not sure 
why it matters to you, but there you have it." 


"Interesting. Well, that's really all | wanted to do back here. 
I'll be returning to Isaac now. | hope I can see you all again 
soon!" 


With that, Quartz disappeared in a flash of golden light, 
either going back to where Isaac was or returning to the 
mysterious place that djinn seemed to go whenever they 
weren't in sight. Tired from all the ordeals of the evening, 
Garet yawned and extinguished the candles, quickly falling 
into a deep slumber courtesy of his exhausted mind. 


Garet awoke with a start the next morning, startled by a 

strange dream he had been having. Blinking a few times, he 
glanced around his darkened bedroom to make sure he was 
truly awake. He yawned as his body relaxed once again, and 
he slowly sat himself up, peeking behind his drawn curtains. 


It clearly wasn't very late in the morning yet, but the snow 
that covered the village made everything seem bright. 
Quickly retreating behind his curtains from the sudden onset 
of light, Garet groggily got up, Knowing that he had what 
could turn out to be an unpleasant conversation ahead of 
him. 


As he made his way downstairs, the redhead figured it must 
be quite early, as no one else in his family seemed to be 
awake. Over in the living room, Aaron had fallen asleep with 
his head on their grandmother's lap, the elderly woman 
sleeping in what appeared to be a comfortable sitting 
position. Only the light crackling of the smoldering flame in 
the fireplace provided the house with noise, so Garet was 
careful not to make too much noise as he stealthily exited 
the house. 


Breathing in the cool air, the Mars adept crunched his way 
through the snow, carefully treading down the mountainside 
as he slowly strolled towards Jenna's. 


Passing by Isaac's house, Garet looked up towards the 
window on the second floor. Since there was no other way of 
descending down the hill, glancing up at Isaac's window had 
become rather habitual, despite the fact that he knew the 
Venus adept would not be up there. In fact, Garet wasn't 
even sure why he looked up there at all, as Isaac's presence 
would not influence his decision to glance upwards; 
nevertheless, he found himself making this same action 
every day. 


Wobbling as he stepped on a patch of hidden ice, Garet 
steadied himself and stepped a bit more cautiously as he 
continued moving down the village. Jenna's house was still a 
fair distance away, and he wanted to get there before she 
had to leave for work. Judging by the general lack of people 
outside, it must have been earlier than he initially thought, 
but because Jenna had said that she would be up early for 
her shift, she would almost undoubtedly be getting ready 
right about now. 


Noticing the top of her house coming into view over a 
plateau in the distance, he began to doubt himself a bit. 
Perhaps now was not the best time to talk to her about this. 
She probably wouldn't have enough time to fully discuss it if 
she had to work soon, and this was something that might 
take some time to talk about. Another reason was that he 
hadn't really planned out what he might say. Sure, it would 
be easy enough to explain that Quartz had told him that 
Isaac was fine, as the other djinn would be able to confirm 
this, but trying to bridge that into the less favourable part of 
the conversation would be, well, uncomfortable at the very 
least. 


Before he knew it, Garet was already crossing over a bridge 
to reach the other side of the river. He would be at Jenna's 
doorstep in no more than a few minutes, and now he was 


really feeling the pressure. It wasn't too late to back out of 
this, was it? He could easily just pass by her house and wait 
until later, or, hell, he could push it to the back of his mind 
the way he always did. Fever would probably blow a fuse, 
but he could deal with that; at least, it seemed like 
something he could do. 


Regardless of what was going on inside his head, Garet's 
feet continued forward until he had stopped a few steps 
from Jenna's front door. His mind suddenly went blank as he 
stared at the wooden door, and there was no telling what he 
might do. Rooted to the ground, the redhead could not even 
take a step in any direction, and he simply continued to 
stare at that one spot. This really was his last chance to 
make a decision, so he would have to make a choice and 
stick with it now. As fate would have it, however, his 
indecisive brain was too slow for the decision to be made for 
him. 


The door suddenly opened up, and Garet held his breath as 
Jenna stretched her arms above her head in the doorway. 
She didn't notice him at first, but she only had to turn 
Slightly to spot the dumbfounded redhead staring at her like 
some creep. 


"Garet?" She was clearly surprised by him being there. 
"What are you doing here? Not that | mind seeing you, but 
it's, like, Super early out and | thought you didn't have to 
work until later." 


As he opened his mouth to speak, only an airy sound 
escaped, mostly due to the fact that he hadn't thought out 
what he would say. Shutting his mouth again, he scratched 
his head dumbly and shrugged as his response. 


"Um...well, you can come in if you want," she offered, 
backing up a step to gesture him inside. "I don't have to 
leave for another hour or so; we just can't be too loud or 
we'll wake up my parents." 


Having his fate sealed for him, Garet slowly stepped in her 
direction, consciously noting the weight of his boot as it 
crunched against the snow. This was it; there was no 
backing down now. 


"Oh, thank the gods! Too bad | was asleep, huh?" 


Jenna let out a relieved chuckle as she happily flopped onto 
her side on the couch. Garet smiled a bit, but Knowing that 
he had only managed to get through the easy part of this 
conversation only made the difficult part seem that much 
harder. If the circumstances were different, he may have 
opted to only tell her about Isaac's well-being, but there was 
no way he could avoid saying it now; the very sight of her 
looking so bubbly made his heart burn with jealousy. 
Nothing he had ever done had made her seem so happy and 
alive as she was right now. 


"It's a little disappointing that Quartz couldn't say anything 
else, but her reasoning does make sense," Jenna continued 
in her bubbly tone. "I'm still so glad that she took that risk 
though." 


Every sentence that the brunette spoke was a blow to 
Garet's pride. He was a hypocrite for feeling this way, 
especially since his own feelings were of a similar relief. 
Never did he think that he might become such a green-eyed 
monster, but here he sat, becoming more enraged with each 
happy syllable that passed through his girlfriend's lips. 


"You should have tried to get a hint from her, Garet. Heehee, 
then again, you aren't really the most subtle person when it 
comes to things like that." 


His nostrils flared as he breathed angrily, but Jenna did not 
seem to notice. 


"Oh, | wonder what he's been doing all this time then. You 
did say that he wasn't in the best shape, but that doesn't 
mean he hasn't seen or done anything cool. Damn, now | 

want to go travelling too!" 


The knuckles on his left hand were white from how hard he 
was clenching the sofa's fabric. 


"We should probably wait until it's warmer though, hey? 
Who knows; if we're lucky, we might bump into him, and by 
then I'm sure he wouldn't still be super mad at us or 
anything." 


There would likely be a mark on his leg from all the 
impatient tapping his other hand was doing. 


"Heehee, | never really thought about it, but seeing him now 
would almost feel like seeing one of the others who went 
back home. | know it hasn't been a long time, but spending 
this much time without him around is pretty weird." 


If this continued any longer, Garet would most definitely 
reach his breaking point. 


"It seems weird to say it after everything that happened, 
but... guess I just miss him a lot..." 


And with that, the last mental string holding Garet's 
patience together snapped like a twig. His mind no longer 
thought of the consequences any longer; he was blinded by 


jealousy. Suddenly standing straight up with no warning, his 
unexpected action cut Jenna off midsentence. He did not 
face her, opting to look forward at nothing in particular. His 
shoulders rose and fell as his deep, angry breaths provided 
the only sound in the tense silence. 


"W-What's the matter?" Jenna asked as she sat up. 


He was not in the proper state to answer her at the moment, 
and, despite ignoring the consequences, Garet still knew 
that giving himself a couple of minutes to silently boil over 
would be the best thing to do right now. 


"Hey, say something," she spoke worriedly. 


He felt her hand brush against his, but that sole action was 
enough to set him straight back on his fully jealous rage. 
Swatting her hand back, Garet suddenly whipped around 
and glared at her, his eyes filled with fury and envy. Jenna 
cowered back, shocked and afraid by his unexplained anger. 


"G-Garet...please tell me what's wrong... | can't understand 
if you don't say any-" 


"Can't understand? Can't understand?!" he growled, fists 
shaking uncontrollably. "How could you not understand?! 
There's only one thing you ever seem to talk about and 
that's Isaac! How is it that | can't go one day without my 
own girlfriend somehow linking him into every damn 
conversation we have?! Answer me that!" 


"Garet, calm down, you're being too loud." 


"Then answer me. Why is it that you only know how to talk 
about him? Sure, | was worried about him too, and | was 
happy to find out that he was safe, but I've been trying my 
hardest to move on with my life whether he's here or not. Do 


you think I can do that when the person | see every day 
brings him up? 


"Jen, I'm not trying to tell you what to do, and | don't want it 
to seem like | have some kind of ego, but | can't stand when 
you talk about him. Every time you say something, it 
crushes me a little more. In case you forgot, /'‘m your 
boyfriend now, not him. In fact, if l'm remembering correctly, 
you broke up with him because you wanted to be with me. 
It's not the greatest feeling when your girlfriend only talks to 
you about her ex, especially when I'm partly to blame for 
your breakup. Don't you remember how it absolutely 
destroyed me to tell him what happened: how | came back 
to your house like some kind of mangled, living corpse? | 
could have stopped all of this from happening right then and 
there, stopped us from getting together, stopped him from 
running away, but | didn't because...because you mean 
everything to me. 


"He's gone, Jenna. | don't think he'll want to come back or 
even talk to us for a really long time. We both knew that 
something like this would happen going into this, and we 
both accepted that. | don't care if you mention him casually 
in conversation, but when it's this constant, never-ending 
theme, then we've got a problem. | Know we've only been 
together for a short time, but | just...| don't think | can keep 
doing this if this is how things are going to continue... | 
mean, I've waited my whole life for this to finally happen, 
and it doesn't feel like anything has changed." 


When he finished his rant, Garet turned around and started 
towards the door. He had nothing else to say, and no more 
reason to stay here. Jenna didn't say anything as he slowly 
walked away from her, and he wasn't sure if he felt satisfied 
that she was thinking hard about his words or disappointed 
that she wasn't calling out to him. Feeling a rush of cool air 


as he opened the door, he stole one last glance toward the 
guilt-ridden brunette. They made eye contact for only a 
moment, and then he stepped out the door without a word. 


Needless to say, they did not meet up after work. 


Angst. Angst, angst, angst, angst, angst. | feel like | should 
change one of the main genres to angst, but with the way 
that the story is set up, hurt/comfort seems so much more 
appropriate. | guess it just feels like so much angst because 
all of the hurt is basically angst, which makes sense given 
Garet's perspective (as opposed to Isaac's). 


I'm not sure why I got into the routine of having Tyrell inserts 
on every odd chapter number, but I'm a bit excited to write 
about his thoughts on the matter. Then again, | always like 
writing those inserts; it's almost like I'm reviewing my own 
work, on a basic level at least. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! Sorry, bud, you'll 
either have to read WiH or wait a few chapters to find out 
where he's run off to :) 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 9*: Detour 


I've realized that my gaps between chapters are getting 
longer and longer as time progresses... I'm not sure what it 
is - probably laziness - but I'm really hoping things will 
change once school starts up. I'll have Tuesdays and Fridays 
off and only one class on Thursdays, so I'm hoping that 
that'll give me more time to write (but honestly it probably 
means that I'll just end up being lazy on those days). 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Detour 


It was late afternoon when Tyrell returned to Ivan's home. 
Stepping through the threshold, the redhead slowly 
sauntered towards the back of the estate, picking up Garet's 
large book on his way. Through a large window the backyard 
garden was visible, and he could see that Karis was helping 
her mother with some of the gardening. 


"Your dad and Jenna certainly had their share of spats and 
disputes, that's for sure." 


Tyrell jumped at the unexpected voice. Quickly turning 
around, Ivan smiled back at him, his spectacles hanging 
from a chain around his neck and his face splotched with 
grime. Forgetting for a moment that Ivan's mind-reading 
ability was always active, Tyrell gave the man a questioning 
look, only for the Jupiter adept to answer his question simply 
by tapping his head. 


"I'm still not really used to that," Tyrell sighed and leaned 
against the wall. "I kind of wish I could read other people's 


minds, though." 


"You say that now, but it's not as grandiose as the idea 
presents itself to be," Ivan said plainly. "Well, it did have its 
moments when I was able to control it. Now I can't go 
outside for long periods of time; too much noise out there. 
Heh, Garet used to hate it when I read his mind, so | guess 
this is kind of like payback for all those times | messed with 
him." 


Tyrell smirked, but his smile dissipated as he thought back 
on everything Jenna had spoken about with him. She was 
Matthew's mother, not his, and that was a simple fact. Was 
Isaac the one that eventually separated Garet and Jenna? 
That seemed to make the most sense, but then what could 
have happened to make them split up after Matthew's birth? 
Tyrell had too many questions that he wanted answered, 
and he had hardly even scratched the surface of this book 
yet. 


"Was Jenna alright with you asking her about the past?" Ivan 
inguired. 


"Yeah, | don't think she was too affected by it," Tyrell 
answered, turning to look out the window again. "At least, 
she seems to have gotten over any sort of feelings she used 
to have. | could tell that all that stuff used to be painful for 
her, and she didn't want to talk about it with Matthew 
around, but she seemed okay, from what I could tell 
anyway." 


"That's good to hear," Ivan sighed in relief, stepping beside 
the young flame user. "Talking about certain things in the 
past with her...well, it was almost taboo for a while. The last 
time | mentioned something like that to her she ended up 


getting depressed for the rest of the day, possibly even the 
following couple of days too." 


Ivan had mentioned before that this book didn't have a 
particularly happy ending, and hearing that Jenna had only 
gotten over her troubles relatively recently made Tyrell 
question again why his father had left his story for him. 
What purpose would reaching the final page of the book 
have? Other than stealing the soarwing and causing that 
one incident at Patcher's, Tyrell considered his relationship 
with Garet to be pretty normal for a father and son, so it 
was hard to imagine what kind of lesson he was supposed to 
be learning from this. It wasn't a punishment, after all. 


"Are you going to join them outside?" Ivan asked as he 
slowly stepped towards the back door. 


Thinking only for a moment, Tyrell shook his head and 
glanced down at the book in his hand. "Maybe in a little 
while. |, uh...want to see if | can find the answers to any of 
my questions." 


Giving him a sympathetic smile, lvan shrugged and 
continued walking at a regular pace. Taking a moment to 
skim over a few of the things Jenna had mentioned, Tyrell 
brought the book over to a sofa and began his search for 
the answers to his endless questions. 


“Innkeep, another one." 


"l'm going to be honest with you, Garet; as a businessman 
I'm really grateful for your continued patronage, but as your 
friend I'm a little concerned about how well you're holding 
up, specifically your liver..." 


Garet grumbled at Patcher's snide remark and brusquely 
took his mug, flicking a gold coin at the young innkeeper. 
Having already downed more than a few drinks, the Mars 
adept did not instantly down this one like he had the first 
few. 


"Not that it's any of my business," Patcher said, leaning 
casually on the counter, "but shouldn't you two be making 
up about now? | mean, it's been almost a week since you 
had your falling out." 


Garet's auburn eyes did not meet the younger man's gaze, 
and he quietly continued to gulp down his drink. He didn't 
want to admit it, but there was some truth to what Patcher 
was saying. 


Despite knowing that Jenna would need some time to 
recover from his outburst, Garet was under the impression 
that she would have apologized within a couple days, or, if 
nothing else, at least sat him down to talk about it properly. 
Unfortunately for him, things had not gone so smoothly, as 
he had hardly seen the brunette at all since his outburst. 
Once, they had finished work at the same time by pure 
coincidence, but upon noticing him Jenna was quick to avoid 
Garet at all costs, and he wasn't particularly concerned with 
going after her. 


"| wouldn't even know what to say to her," Garet sighed, 
allowing the alcohol-induced buzz to loosen his tongue a bit. 
"If | apologized, then it would just seem like | was being a 
wimp about this whole thing. | want things to get better but 
| still have my pride, y'know?" 


Patcher nodded, shutting his eyes as he listened to the 
redhead. "From what you've told me already, | can't 


disagree, though you probably could apologize for blowing 
up at her. That was a little over the top." 


"Fair enough, but it's not like that would solve anything," the 
Mars adept groaned, creating a small flame on his index 
finger for no apparent reason. "You haven't talked to her at 
all?" 


"Nope. The inn isn't really her kind of place, and | doubt 
she'd come in here knowing that this is where you spend 
most of your time off." 


The bluntness of his words annoyed the redhead, but Garet 
knew that he was wording things this way on purpose. 
Patcher had some good intentions, but his method of doing 
things tended not to be quite as merciful as one might hope. 
Since he'd known the innkeeper for such a long time, Garet 
had grown mostly accustomed to his sharp tongue, though it 
wasn't the most pleasing thing to hear after he'd had a few 
drinks. 


As Patcher went off to tend to some of the other customers, 
Garet tapped on his mug, watching the ripples in his ale 
distort the translucent reflection on its surface. What would 
be the best way to face Jenna? Though she was clearly 
avoiding him right now, she would surely stop if he called 
out to her or made it obvious that he wanted to speak. They 
were still dating, after all. That was the easy step; the 
problem would be knowing what to even say. Sure, he could 
go with what Patcher suggested and apologize for going 
over the top, but Garet didn't want her to misunderstand 
and think that he wasn't upset over the whole Isaac ordeal. 


“Innkeep, I'll take a drink," a man's voice called from beside 
Garet. Turning to his side, the Mars adept was met with a 


simple nod from Kyle. "Evening, Garet. You're looking a bit 
gloomy." 


Garet sighed and straightened his posture as much as he 
could. "Well, | can't say that things are going so great in my 
personal life." 


"At least it isn't affecting you at work," the older man 
chuckled, taking a sip of the drink Patcher gave him. "I'm all 
ears if you want to talk about it. Family troubles?" 


He shook his head and downed the rest of his ale, "No, it's 
nothing to do with them... Heh, | suppose I'm just sort of 
wondering how Isaac manages to keep causing me problems 
when he's been gone for a month." 


Kyle cocked his head, prompting Garet to continue 
explaining as another filled mug was brought to him. 


"To put it simply, Jen and | are already going through some 
kind of rough patch. Ever since Isaac ran off, she only ever 
seems to talk about him. | could relate at first, but it started 
making me...well, jealous as time went on, and | ended up 
Snapping at her. | feel stupid for getting so mad, but at the 
same time | don't really think | should have to put up with 
talk of Isaac all the time..." 


It was rather odd explaining to Kyle that his son was partially 
to blame for all of this, but Garet had no other way of going 
about it. Taking a swig from his mug, the Mars adept kept his 
focus away from Kyle as the older man pondered over the 
presented predicament. 


"When did this all happen?" the Venus adept asked after a 
short while. 


"About a week ago, | guess." 


"And you haven't spoken since?" 
"Not really, no." 
"I see... Are you still upset with her?" 


"Um...sort of, but I think I'd rather just patch things up now, 
or at least have some kind of talk with her about it." 


Kyle paused for a moment and smiled at Garet from behind 
his mug. Gently putting it back down, he exhaled 
refreshingly and signaled Patcher for another drink. "Well, | 
think you've got your answer right there." 


Garet tilted his head, slightly confused by Kyle's vague 
answer. "A-Answer? But | wasn't asking you any questions." 


Sliding a coin to Patcher, Kyle took his new mug and sipped 
from it. "Maybe not directly, but you were asking yourself 
what you should do now, weren't you? All | had to do was 
figure out some of the details and your question came 
through loud and clear." 


"O-Oh, | see," Garet stammered, feeling a little embarrassed 
that he was so easy to read. "Still, even if you're telling me 
to talk things out with her, | wouldn't Know where to start. 
Should | apologize to her for losing my temper or ask her 
what she thinks of what I said or-" 


"Why even bring it up?" 


Being cut off with such a seemingly obvious question, Garet 
was dumbfounded for a moment, only able to stare at Kyle in 
confusion. Why bring it up? How else was he supposed to 
discuss it with Jenna?! 


"Ah, my mistake, perhaps my wording was a bit misleading," 
the Venus adept corrected himself, taking another sip from 
his ale. "What | meant was why use that to speak to Jenna 
when you have an infinite number of other things to talk to 
her about? You two are in a relationship, aren't you? In that 
case, it should be quite simple to tell her you want to hang 
out." 


"Well, when you put it in those kinds of terms, it sounds 
easy, but the fact is that her first assumption is going to be 
that | want to talk things over, which | do." 


"True, but that's only because you're making it the focus of 
why you want to meet with her. Tell me, what seems more 
appealing to you: having a good time with your girlfriend or 
having a tense conversation with the hopes of clearing up a 
misunderstanding?" 


",..Obviously the first thing, but -" 


"No buts. Your main objective is to have a good time with 
Jenna. The secondary component is to sort out your situation 
with her. Why? Because I'd be extremely surprised to find 
out that she would rather do things the other way around." 


As much sense as Kyle seemed to be making (as far as 
Garet's lightly inebriated mind could tell, anyway), the 
redhead was still at a loss for how he was supposed to start a 
conversation with Jenna in the first place. Considering that 
the outburst had gotten them into this situation, Garet 
couldn't wrap his head around the idea of talking and 
hanging out with her as if none of it had happened, only to 
try sneaking it into the conversation at some later time. 


"I'm no mind reader, but judging from the look on your face 
you're still confused," Kyle chuckled breathily. "Listen, Garet, 
if you're still confused, then it means you haven't been 


listening to what I'm saying. You're too focused on solving 
the issue with Jenna that you're making it priority number 
one when it should be coming second to spending quality 
time with her. You had your first fight and it probably won't 
be your last; are you going to treat every argument like it's 
some kind of impossible puzzle? There are times when 
solving the issue at hand will come before everything else, 
but for something like this you just have to keep moving and 
let things resolve on their own." 


He was already confused before, but now he was completely 
stumped. Kyle tended to speak in metaphors, so 
understanding this direct advice should have been a breeze 
by comparison. Instead, Garet could feel a headache coming 
on from all the things the older man was telling him. Was he 
really supposed to just act like it didn't happen and hand 
out with Jenna normally? 


"Well, that's all the advice I can give you for tonight," Kyle 
said, placing his empty mug on the counter and standing 
up. Patting Garet on the shoulder, he uttered only a simple 
"Good luck" as he exited the building. 


"/ remember thinking at the time 'I don't have a clue what 
Isaac's dad is talking about!'" Tyrell mumbled aloud. "The 
funny thing is that I still wonder if I fully understand what 
Kyle said to me that evening. Even as I write this, | am older 
than he was when he gave me that advice, yet I still find 
this to be one of his more difficult tips to take in." 


Tyrell lolled his head back and stared up at the ceiling. It 
seemed that he was very much like his father at that age, 
minus the angst and love issues. As a third party, 


understanding Kyle's logic was a bit easier; however, he, 
much like Garet, was unable to completely understand the 
concept. 


"Ignore the immediate problem and focus on the bigger 
picture," Tyrell muttered to himself. "Even still, Dad would've 
had to take care of the little things if he wanted to move 
on." 


"Tyrell?" a girl's voice came from the back door. 


Glancing over to the source, the Mars adept smiled towards 
his dirt-covered friend. "Hey, Karis, what's up?" 


"Nothing," she said with a shrug, sauntering over towards 
him. "You were gone when I woke up, so I was just a bit 
surprised to see you here now. Where'd you head off to?" 


"Just to Matthew's. | wanted to ask Jenna about something." 
"Jenna?" 


Tyrell nodded. Karis cocked her head to the side in 
confusion, but quickly noticed the book sitting on his lap. 
Following her gaze, he also glanced down at the book before 
turning his attention back to her. 


"Is that the book your dad left for you?" she asked, leaning 
closer so she could skim over some of the content. 


"Yeah," Tyrell answered plainly. "Ivan said there was 
something that my dad wants me to take away from reading 
about his life, though I've only ended up with more 
questions than answers." 


"You can't be so impatient. Look, you're still nowhere near 
even halfway and you're expecting answers to come flying 


out? Have you even read a book before?" 


"Okay, Okay, geez, calm yourself already. | just... didn't 
even realize how much I didn't know until I started reading 
this." 


A silence ensued as Tyrell's words sank in. He had never 
been the philosophical type; heck, calling him a thinker 
would be an overstatement, but he was trying his best to 
find every bit of meaning in his father's words. Sighing, the 
redhead ran a hand through his hair and slumped down a 
bit. 


"Hey," he spoke quietly, keeping his gaze down at the 
pages, "hypothetically, if you and | ever got in a fight and 
stopped talking to each other for a while, how would you 
want to make up?" 


Karis hopped back a bit, causing him to look up at her madly 
blushing face. Had he said something embarrassing? He 
didn't think that there was any sort of way to interpret his 
words in a misleading fashion. Tyrell had to stop himself 
from chuckling, as all the descriptions of Jenna's younger 
self made her seem an awful lot like Karis. 


"W-W-Why? Where d-did that come from?" she stammered, 
acting as though he had asked her something much more 
personal and forward. 


"Um...curiosity, | guess. I'm just trying to understand 
something that's in the book Is all." 


Hearing those words, the ponytailed adept sighed and the 
blush mostly faded from her cheeks. Keeping a slight 
distance between them, she pondered over the question for 
a while before shrugging at him. 


"/ dunno, it would depend what the fight was about." 


"Hmm," he mused, reading over Kyle's confusing words 
again. "How about... Would you want to sit down and try to 
work it out, or would you rather we kind of pretended it 
didn't happen and maybe bring it up once things had fizzled 
out a bit?" 


Again, Karis took a moment to ponder the question, but was 
a bit quicker to answer this time. "It still kind of depends on 
the situation... | guess if the fight had put me in an 
uncomfortable place, then I'd want to wait it out, but if there 
was some kind of misunderstanding, then I'd want to work it 
out," 


",.. Makes sense," Tyrell mumbled and looked back down at 
the book. "My dad's case is sort of a mix of both... So, what 
did he end up doing...?" 


"A-A trip?" 


"Um...yeah, like, a little vacation or something. Not for long 
or anything, maybe just a couple of days... | just figured we 
haven't really done anything fun or memorable in the last 
little while." 


Jenna gave Garet a skeptical look, her arms crossed tightly 
in front of her. He was simply glad he'd managed to catch 
her after work. Though Kyle's words were still tying his brain 
in knots, Garet thought it would be best to take the man's 
advice as best as he could understand it. After making sure 
to talk to Jenna, he had blurted out the first thing that he 
could think of. 


"I...um...1 don't know, Garet. I'm afraid that | might...make 
you mad again..." 


"Jen, trust me, if | thought that was going to happen, | 
wouldn't have suggested this." To reiterate, he hadn't 
thought this plan through at all; there was a perfectly good 
chance she might make him mad again. 


The brunette softened her gaze, slightly relaxing her tense 
muscles as she did so. "A-Are you sure? I...| want to, but it's 
so soon after...that whole thing... I-" 


"| get it, you're afraid that something bad might happen, but 
| promise that this will be something good for us. Really, | 
just want to put the bad stuff behind us and keep moving 
forward with you..." 


Though still unsure of how she felt, Jenna smiled and 
gingerly stepped a bit closer to him. "You stole that line from 
a book or something, didn't you?" 


Garet smirked in return. "Oh, you know that's impossible 
since | don't like reading." 


Both of them laughed and without warning, Garet felt 
Jenna's arms squeeze around his torso. The warmth from her 
body flowed into his, and he gladly held her back, feeling as 
though he had accomplished something great. It only took a 
few words and a laugh, and the two of them were back to 
normal just like that. 


"I'm...l'm so happy, Garet," Jenna mumbled into his chest, 
tickling him with her breaths. "I really, really wanted to talk 
to you again...but | was scared you might still be mad at me. 
| don't even know what | did with myself this past week; all | 
know is that | wanted us to go back to normal so badly it 
hurt." 


His heart pumped just a little faster, and the redhead 
unconsciously squeezed onto her a bit tighter. Maybe their 
fight had been superficial. No, he knew that his feelings at 
that time were genuine, but right now he wanted nothing 
more than to stay like this. It didn't matter if they didn't 
solve their problems right away; this was enough for him. 
Whether he had followed Kyle's advice properly or not, it 
didn't matter anymore. 


The snow began to fall lightly around them, leaving cold 
kisses on their skin as it melted from their collective warmth. 
Lifting her chin to meet his eyes, Jenna smiled genuinely at 
Garet. 


"So," she began, playing with the folds on the back of his 
jacket, "where and when did you want to take this trip?" 


Giving her only a sheepish chuckle and a quick peck on the 
lips, Garet answered, "I don't know, but I'll be happy as long 
as you're there with me." 


Jenna giggled and pecked him back. "Heehee, you stole that 
from a book too." 


"Heh, don't you remember? | don't read those things." 


Shortest chapter yet took me the longest time to write... Not 
that I'm unhappy with how it turned out, but these latest few 
chapters I've been writing for all my stories have been 
shorter than usual for some reason. Maybe l'm too busy... Ah 
well, at least I'm satisfied with all the content, even if I'm 
disappointed in the length. 


Next chapter will probably have the first real time skip. | 
haven't decided exactly what will happen, but I don't think | 
have enough content to write about at their current ages to 


get out an entire chapter, meaning that the skip might 
happen mid-chapter. 


Thanks to Renuarhb for reviewing! It's nice to see that I'm 
doing well enough on this to get people to check out WiH as 
well :) 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 10*: Starting Anew 


Well, it's been a stupidly long time since I've written 
anything, so hopefully my writing quality hasn't 
deteriorated. | realized that | also kind of fell out of the loop 
of what was happening in all of my stories while on my 
break. Apologies if anything feels disjointed, I'm trying to 
avoid that as | start writing for my stories again. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Starting Anew 


Another two weeks had passed, and the two Mars adepts 
were as chummy as could be. Since making up, Garet had 
returned to his old habit of picking Jenna up after work and 
walking her home. They talked and laughed about their 
everyday lives, wondered about the future, and, most 
importantly, kept any mentions of Isaac to a minimum in 
their conversations. Things between the two of them still 
weren't perfect, but this was much more favourable than 
avoiding each other every day. 


Lingering in the back of Garet's mind was the notion that he 
still had to talk to Jenna about his own insecurities. Sure, the 
issue had been kind of resolved by taking Kyle's advice, but 
it almost felt like he had cheated to get to this state of 
happiness. It would be hard to tell his girlfriend, even more 
so since it would seem like he was causing tension for no 
reason, but Garet knew this was something he would have to 
do to clear his conscience. 


"Hello, Jenna," Kay greeted as the two of them stepped 
through the doorway. "I haven't seen you here in a while." 


"Yeah, it's been a while," Jenna chuckled, opting not to 
speak about the events of the other week. "My parents are 
out for the night and I didn't want to be alone." 


"Mm, well, at least you made a smart decision. Who knows 
what this guy would have done if the two of you were alone 
at your house." 


Garet groaned as he took Jenna's jacket for her. "Seriously, 
Kay, can you go, like, a day without saying something 
Snarky about me? This is probably why you've never had a 
boyfriend." 


"What was that?" Kay asked, an overly sweet smile 
appearing on her face as she formed a psynergetic fist over 
her brother's head. "I don't think | quite caught that." 


"l-I said that you're too smart for a...uh...soy blend... You 
know, like the coffee, ehehehe..." 


Jenna immediately burst out laughing at his terrible 
recovery, and Kay almost seemed to pity him over how bad 
that was. Either way, Garet was simply glad when the white 
hand faded away and Kay went back to whatever it was she 
had been doing before they got there. 


"Garet, Garet, Garet! You got a package!" Aaron called to 
him as the small adept bounded down the stairs with a box 
in his hands. 


"A package?" Garet repeated, cocking his head at the box 
his brother was holding. He rarely got mail, as most letters 
came by carrier pigeon or went to Jenna when addressed to 
the both of them. The only thing on the outside of the box 
was the recipient, being himself, and the town that they 
lived in. 


He reached to take it, only to miss as Aaron swiped it away. 
"Heehee," the nine-year-old laughed, "if you want it, you'll 
have to pay me! | had to use my allowance to pick this up 

for you and bring it all the way back up here." 


"Tch, learning exploitation from Kay already," Garet snorted, 
ignoring the dirty look his sister shot him. "Fine, how much 
do | owe you?" 


"| had to pay five gold, so gimme ten!" 
"What?! What kind of deal is that?!" 


"Kay called it interest. | don't know why, probably because 
money is so interesting, haha!" 


From the table, Kay laughed along with Aaron, and Garet 
couldn't ignore Jenna's giggles from beside him. With a 
grumble and some incomprehensible curses beneath his 
breath, the elder brother dug out ten gold coins from his 
pocket and immaturely scattered them on the floor. Having 
no interest in the package, Aaron tossed it up towards Garet 
and scurried around to pick up his doubled profits. 


With all the distractions out of the way, Garet and Jenna 
headed up the stairs towards Garet's bedroom. He knew that 
Kay would probably scold him about doing so later, but he 
didn't care; they weren't going to do anything like she was 
thinking anyway. 


"So, what's in the box?" Jenna asked as she plopped herself 
onto his bed. 


"Hmm," he hummed, taking a seat beside her, "no idea. | 
never get packages, let alone mail." 


"Weird," she said, gesturing for him to hand it to her. He 
complied watching as she shook it lightly and bounced it 
between her hands. "It doesn't make any noise, but it's 
heavier than | thought it would be." 


Figuring there would be no point in speculating what might 
be inside any further, Garet took the box back from Jenna 
and used a pocketknife to cut the seams holding it together. 
With great anticipation building within him, he unfolded the 
top of the box and glanced inside. The result was a bit 
anticlimactic, but at least it didn't look like there was 
anything dangerous inside. 


"A jacket?" Jenna asked as he pulled it out. 


"Yeah, it's made of some pretty hefty leather," he 
commented, feeling the material with his fingers. "It kind of 
feels like light armour, but it just looks like a regular coat." 


"That's actually kind of cool," Jenna remarked. Garet 
remembered how she sometimes complained about how 
ugly some of the armour they'd acquired on their adventure 
was, regardless of its extreme practicality. "Is there anything 
else in the box? | want to know who sent it." 


Taking a peek into the box revealed to Garet that there was 
an enveloped letter beneath where the coat had been. He 
pulled it out and carefully removed the wax seal that held 
the envelope shut. The neat handwriting that revealed itself 
was quickly recognizable as Mia's before either of the Mars 
adepts had even read the name signed at the bottom. 


Dear Garet, 


Happy Luna Celebration! | don't think it is one of Vale's 
customs to celebrate, but essentially it is an annual event in 
which close friends and family exchange gifts with one 


another. If this comes as a surprise to you, please don't feel 
as though you are obligated to buy me a gift as well. 


| have sent gifts to everyone from our adventure and hope 
you find some use for yours. To be honest, | had some 
trouble deciding what to get you (and also what size it 
should be), and I hope that the coat I picked out is to your 
liking. | am sure someone will be able to modify it in case | 
picked out the wrong size. 


Write back soon! 
Mia 


Once he'd finished reading, Garet slipped on the hefty coat, 
smirking as it dangled lower than it was meant to. 


"Heh, well, | suppose getting a few sizes too big is easier to 
fix than fixing one that's too small." 


Jenna's giggles at the sight of him gradually built until she 
was laughing quite loudly. "Heehee, i-it makes me wonder, 
though...ahaha... H-How big does M-Mia think you are?" 


"Man, Kay is just a bad influence on everybody. Jen, don't 
you dare turn out like her, you hear me? Just one irritating 
sister is bad enough." 


"| can hear you!" 
"Kay, shut up and stop eavesdropping!" 


Jenna slowly began to settle her amusement as she looked 
over Mia's letter once again. Garet was curious as to what 
Mia sent to his girlfriend, figuring it would probably be more 
fitting of her than his gift was, both literally and figuratively. 


"Say, do you think she might have sent Isaac's gift here as 
well?" Jenna asked cautiously. 


"Dunno," Garet answered, sensing the unease in her voice. 
Trying to mask his own, he went about the topic as casually 
as possible, "I thought you mentioned that he'd left the 
village in one of your letters." 


"| did, but when she wrote back, it seemed like she had 
misinterpreted it as him being gone for a few days. |, um, 
didn't really have the heart to tell her that | meant he was 
gone gone." 


"Mm," he hummed, feeling the tone of conversation shifting 
to what he'd originally wanted to speak to Jenna about. This 
would probably be the best opening, even if it was rather 
different than what he actually had to speak about. Trying to 
swallow the lump in his throat, Garet mentally prepared 
himself for what he was about to Say. 


"Hey, um...about Isaac..." 


Jenna's body language showed that she knew what direction 
this conversation was going in, but it seemed that she was 
not going to try avoiding it. After all, it must have been 
obvious to her as well that this was going to happen 
eventually. Neither wished to speak about it, but the truth 
was that it needed to happen or they would never fully 
return to the place they had once been. 


"W-What about him?" she asked a bit shakily. 


Garet stumbled over his words for a moment before finding a 
way to ease into it. "I... You don't need to be so nervous 
bringing him up around me... | Know | sort of blew up at you 
before, which I'm sorry for by the way, and it was an 


overreaction. |...1 do feel a little self-conscious when you 
bring him up all the time, but when it's occasional..." 


His words trailed off. He wasn't entirely sure if his point was 
getting across or if he was making much sense. Jenna had 
obviously been frightened by his previous outburst at her, 
but the result had made her overly cautious of even 
mentioning their childhood friend's name. 


Understandably, Jenna seemed slightly confused now as she 
squirmed in place. "I-It's hard to find a good balance," she 
mumbled after a short while. "Part of me still feels like his 
disappearance needs to get talked about, but | know that | 
can't keep doing that, especially because | can see why it 
upset you so much. | don't know, sometimes | feel like...like 
maybe I'm not cut out to be in a relationship until | get my 
head put on straight." 


A squeezing discomfort filled Garet's chest as Jenna's words 
permeated his ears. It was easy to see why she would think 
that way, and as much as he wanted to tell her that that was 
taking it a step too far, he knew that it wasn't his choice to 
make. If she wanted to take some time to sort out her 
priorities, then all he could do was accept that. 


"But even still, I'm too selfish to do something like that," she 
continued, her voice cracking slightly as she spoke. She 
turned to face him, their dark-coloured eyes meeting each 
other. "Even though I know | might hurt you, | can't let 
myself give you up, Garet. It's petty, a greedy act, but l...| 
don't want to lose you no matter what. | don't know what | 
would do if | lost both of my best friends." 


He should have been having mixed feelings, but Garet could 
only feel warmed by her dedication to him, even knowing 
that she might hurt him again. Perhaps he should have 


looked beyond the face value of her words, but the smile 
that tugged on the edges of his lips would not cease its 
advance. 


"W-Why are you smiling like that?" Jenna stammered. "It's 
creeping me out a little. Say something..." 


"You're adorable, you know that?" 


"Eep!" Jenna's face was hit with a burst of red, and Garet 
could practically see the steam hovering over her head. In 
an instant, he felt his pillow make contact with his face as he 
was knocked to the ground by the embarrassed girl's attack. 
"Geez, can't you take this seriously? I'm laying all of this out 
for you and you're not even paying attention!" 


Even after being attacked, Garet still found that the grin 
would not remove itself from his face. His amusement at the 
situation almost made him feel guilty. 


"Jen, I'm paying attention, but the more you say, the more | 
realize just why | fell for you. | can't help it if I'm too 
distracted by you to pay attention to, well, you." 


"Idiot," she fumed, turning away from him and crossing her 
arms tightly. 


The redhead used this opportunity to clamber back onto the 
bed and face his unimpressed girlfriend. Every few 
moments, her eyes would flick towards his direction, but she 
would quickly look away while he stared at her. 


"Isaac," she said after a few minutes of silent staring. 


"What about him?" Garet asked indifferently, still unable to 
stop smiling. 


"Isaac, Isaac, Isaac, Isaac, Isaac!" 
"Uh... Felix, Felix, Felix?" 


"Ugh, no, you dummy! You're supposed to get upset when | 
mention him too much! Wasn't that the whole point of this 
conversation?!" 


Garet scratched some of the stubble on his chin as he tried 
to figure out what Jenna was trying to accomplish with all of 
this. "Well, we're kind of past that point now. And since you 
aren't actually talking about him, l'm not really bothered..." 


"But that's not the point!" she groaned. "You're supposed to 
be paying attention to what we're talking about!" 


"So...you want me to do what exactly?" 
"You're supposed to be upset!" 

",..Do you want me to get mad at you?" 
"No, that's why we're talking about this!" 
Women. 


If Jenna's goal had been to get rid of Garet's smug look, then 
she had succeeded, but only because he was too confused 
to understand what was happening now. As she continued to 
rant, however, the redhead found the smile returning and 
soon his laughter was too much to contain. Ignoring the 
annoyed smacks that Jenna laid upon his arms and torso, he 
wrapped her in his arms, embracing her angered figure. 


"You know, this is exactly like us," he chuckled. 


"| don't get why bickering like this is so funny," she 
returned, trying to struggle from his grip. "Did you even 


listen to a word that's been said this entire time?" 


"You bet | did, and | took one thing away from it that's more 
valuable than anything else | could think of." 


"Tch, and what's that, that you think I'm too cute to be taken 
seriously?" 


He laughed again and held her tighter until she complained 
that she couldn't breathe. Then, after loosening his grip 
enough that he could look her in the eye, he pecked her on 
the nose and said exactly what he was thinking. 


"That I'll always love you more than my jealousy can drive 
US apart." 


"Haha, Garet, your house is so little!" 


"Aaron, you brat! Get down from there before you break 
something!" 


"Make me, moustache man!" 


The older Mars adept had no trouble wrenching his 
troublesome ten-year-old brother off the top of a cabinet in 
his newly purchased home. Almost as an afterthought, he 
tossed the young boy onto the sofa and continued unboxing 
his things. 


Garet was twenty-one now, quickly closing in on twenty-two, 
and after the past year and a half he had spent working for 
Isaac's father, he had finally saved up enough gold to 
purchase his own home. Of course, it wasn't as luxurious as 


his family's place, but that was to be expected, especially 
since he didn't have to support seven people under one roof. 


"Phew, I'm taking a break," Jenna said as she walked in from 
another room. "I didn't think you would have so much stuff, 
Garet." 


"Heh, well, you could say that a lot of it's junk, but I like 
keeping nostalgic stuff from the adventure. You know, 
weapons, armour, treasure." 


"Heehee, so you're a hoarder, then." 


"Haha, see, Garet? Jenna thinks you're a loser too!" Aaron 
laughed from the couch. 


Garet grit his teeth but continued unpacking some dishes 
his family had given him. "Kid, whose house do you think 
you're in right now?" 


"Jenna's." 
“Jenna doesn't..." 


Garet let his sentence trail off and kept his eyes away from 
the other two in the room. He didn't have to look at Jenna to 
know she was probably behaving similarly. 


While it wasn't official, Jenna was planning on moving in 
with him some time within the next couple of months. They 
were adults now, so their families couldn't have a say in 
whether or not it was right for them to do so, but it still felt a 
little strange to tell them. In all honesty, that was likely the 
reason neither of them had mentioned it to anyone, though 
it would have to be done at some point in time. 


It was about four months ago when they started looking at 
homes in New Vale. While Garet had initially thought that 
building one from the ground up might be a good 
experience, the time and amount of labour it would take to 
actually do so would be much more trouble than it was 
worth. He also didn't know the first thing about carpentry, so 
that plan was a bust. 


Instead, the two Mars adepts had looked for a small home 
that they would be able to renovate over time, making 
additions and changes when they saw fit, and having the 
room to actually do so. What they had ended up finding was 
a small house that was a bit isolated from the village, similar 
to how Kraden's was. Of course, it didn't look like much now, 
but with all the space surrounding a house that would be 
easy to improve, it was the ideal place for them to choose, 
and it was less expensive than they were afraid it might be. 


"This house is cool though," Aaron said, ignorant of the 
unnatural stop in Garet's sentence. "It's kind of like a secret 
clubhouse. Can | come play here sometimes?" 


"You and your buddies can play outside, but | don't want all 
of them in the house," Garet ordered, feeling oddly like a 
father laying out the ground rules for their child. 


Aaron seemed fine with that rule. "I'm gonna tell Kay when | 
get home. Haha, she's gonna be mad!" 


"Mad? Why would she be mad?" 


"Kay always gets mad about stuff you do. She said that you 
should be doing all the mayor stuff instead of making swords 
that nobody is going to use." 


Garet chuckled and walked over to where the other two were 
sitting. "She's just annoyed that | got to move out of the 


house before she did. Besides, | don't just make swords; Kyle 
and | make tools for normal everyday use too." 


Aaron didn't seem to care much either way, going on about 
how it wouldn't be as much fun at home since teasing Kay 
wasn't any fun. Garet could sympathize with that feeling, 
and Jenna was sitting somewhere between amusement and 
disbelief over the two boys' actions. 


The sky was coloured with a palette or reds and oranges 
when Aaron decided to head back home. Garet and Jenna 
waved to him as the ten-year-old ran off towards the river 
and turned to go up the hill. Even after he was out of sight, 
they remained at the doorway, staring off in the direction of 
the river streaming down the village. 


They had found their niche, a place they could call their 
home and a way of life that suited both of them. Better yet, 
they were still young, and they could adapt to any 
unforeseen changes in the future. Life, it seemed, could not 
be any more perfect for the two of them. 


"You know, you should shave that thing off," Jenna said 
unexpectedly, giggling as she rested her head on his 
shoulder. 


"This thing is a moustache, and | happen to like it," he stated 
proudly. "As a man, | have to prove my masculinity by 
growing facial hair." 


"Is that why you shave off your beard but not your lip rug?" 


"It's all a matter of style, Jen; besides, | think you actually 
like it." 


"Oh yeah, you caught me, Garet. | am so turned on by your 
gross moustache. | absolutely adore how it tickles my face 


when we kiss, even more so when you have bits of food or 
boogers stuck in it." 


"Well, as long as we're on the same page." 


She scrunched her face in disgust, but was quick to break 
into light chuckles soon after. With a grin formed beneath 
his moustache, Garet held Jenna a little closer to him, 
relishing in this moment of peace. 


This past year and a half had been far from perfect and 
hardships seemed plentiful, but the redhead would not have 
changed anything even if he had been given the 
opportunity. Any small amount of bickering with Jenna did 
not come close to the fight they'd had before, and each 
small incident was resolved quickly and lovingly. He still 
found himself getting lost whenever Jenna tried to explain 
her logic behind her decisions or mannerisms, but she would 
always give a hopeless sigh and chuckle when she saw his 
clearly confounded face. 


"Oh, | just remembered," Jenna said, lifting her head from 
Garet's shoulder and fumbling around in her pocket for 
something, "I got a letter from Ivan the other day. Shoot, | 
think | might have left it at home." 


“Ivan, huh?" Garet mused, ignoring the fact that she had 
forgotten it. "Haven't heard from him in a while. What's he 
been up to lately?" 


The brunette gave up looking for the letter, realizing she 
must not have brought it. "I don't remember exactly what it 
said, but he said he's in Contigo right now. Probably 
studying his lineage with Hama or something." 


",..Not gonna lie, that sounds pretty boring." 


"Don't be so insensitive! | bet you'd be doing the same thing 
if you didn't know a thing about your family, not to mention 
that he only found out he had a sister a few years ago." 


"| guess I'd be curious if it were me, but | bet he's just buried 
himself in old texts or out examining some of those weird 
temples. I'm not really a bookworm like he is." 


As expected, Jenna let out an exasperated sigh and shook 
her head as a small smile crept across her lips. "You really 
are hopeless, Garet. I'm surprised that he and Mia were able 
to put up with you for so long." 


"Heh, well, I'm pretty sure Mia wasn't focused on me most of 
the time," Garet muttered. Jenna cocked her head to the 
side, but he simply waved off the statement and directed 
them back inside the house. "Anyway, if anything, | had to 
put up with Ivan. You never got to see him at his worst, but 
the little bugger was constantly playing tricks on me. Who'd 
have thought that the quiet, friendless kid we met right off 
the bat would turn into some mischievous prankster?" 


Jenna giggled and sat down on the sofa. "Heehee, Sheba 
was kind of like that too, but I she didn't really show it until 
we started rebuilding Vale. | don't blame her, though; | 
mean, with how serious Felix, Piers, and Kraden were all the 
time, she probably climbed back into her broken shell." 


Garet laughed as he recalled how well Sheba and Ivan got 
along during the reconstruction days. Had the two of them 
gotten to meet under normal circumstances, it would not be 
surprising if they had gotten together. Of course, that 
thought seemed rather odd now that Sheba was living with 
Felix and Ivan may have mentioned something about a 
girlfriend in a past letter. 


As they started to reminisce more and more about their 
adventure, Garet began thinking about all sorts of different 
things. Where would they all be if Saturos and Menardi had 
succeeded in their goal? All the hostages - Kraden, Jenna, 
Felix, and the adults - would be sent back to Vale and life 
would continue, right? The Valeans would have built New 
Vale where it is now and the only difference would be that 
Ivan, Mia, and Piers would never have entered the picture. 
Sheba might have because they needed her for Jupiter 
lighthouse, but it isn't as though Isaac or Garet ever would 
have met her. 


Of course, that was one of the tougher, more open-ended 
questions that popped into his head. Simpler, sillier things, 
like if Mia had been a boy or Ivan had been a girl, were also 
questions he pondered. It certainly would have changed the 
mindset of the team, and, if nothing else, it might have 
helped Mia warm up a little quicker than she did. 


Now that the memories were fresh in his mind, Garet 
realized that he had been somewhat of a consultant for the 
female Mercury adept. Not that he ever had any advice to 
give to her, but she had often come to him when she wanted 
to confide her feelings to someone. Really, the very idea 
made him chuckle, as he was probably the last person a girl, 
especially a girly girl like Mia, should be talking to about her 
troubles. Nevertheless, he must have given her the 
impression that he was a good listener, as she usually came 
to him whenever she wanted to chat. 


Well, to be fair, she couldn't very well go to Isaac about the 
things she chatted about, and knowing how devious Ivan 
could be, that really only left him as an open set of ears. 


Garet smirked as he began to get lost in his own thoughts. 
Luckily, Jenna seemed too busy with some story about Piers 


to notice his lack of attention. 


While she had never said it outright during any of their chat 
sessions, Mia was rather poor at hiding the fact that she 
grown infatuated with the leader of their group. Like a good 
friend, Garet had never gone to Isaac and hinted at it, nor 
had he shared this information with anyone; in fact, he 
didn't even let Mia know that he was aware until New Vale 
had been completed, and even then he wasn't sure if she 
knew that he knew. 


When Jenna wrote to Mia explaining the situation with Isaac, 
her response had seemed rather flat and generic. Perhaps it 
was because conveying emotions into written words was 
rather difficult, but Garet was not able to get the sense that 
she was all too worried. Jenna was quick to reprimand him, 
saying that he was just being too thick to understand the 
subtext, but despite the fact that those two were girls, Garet 
probably knew Mia better than anyone else in their group of 
eight. Well, everyone except Isaac. 


"Heh, wouldn't that be funny," he mumbled under his 
breath, imagining if Isaac had somehow managed to run into 
Mia after he'd run away. It would certainly explain why her 
message seemed so devoid of concern. 


"Ah, | miss everybody," Jenna sighed once she'd finished her 
story. "I wonder when we'll be able to see Felix again. He and 
Sheba live so far away, | feel like it's been years!" 


"Um...hasn't it been years?" Garet chuckled, noting that 
neither of those two had been here since Felix left the 
village. 


"Well, yeah, but it seems like it's been way longer than just a 
few years. | want to see how much everyone's changed since 


we last saw them. | doubt Piers looks any different, but 
everyone else probably will, right?" 


"Maybe, but who knows when-" 


Before Garet could finish speaking, an erratic tapping at one 
of the windows stole both Mars adepts' attentions. They both 
glanced over to see what appeared to be a carrier pigeon 
with a rather thick letter tied to its leg. Garet hopped up to 
his feet and briskly walked over to the window. He hadn't 
lived in this house long enough for anyone's pigeons to 
know to come here, so it seemed somewhat odd that he 
would receive a letter so quickly. 


Sliding the window open, he allowed the pigeon to hop 
inside and perch itself on the tap of the sink. After untying 
the parchment from the bird's leg, Garet mindlessly 
scattered some seeds on the counter and unrolled the 
message. There was something familiar about the writing, 
but he couldn't quite place his finger on whose it might be. 
It wasn't until he glanced at the bottom of the page that his 
eyes slowly grew to the size of dinner plates. 


"Garet?" Jenna called from the sofa and stood up. "What is 
it? Is something the matter?" 


"I-It...it's..." he stammered, too stunned by what it was to 
get the words out properly. Instead, he turned the page 
around so that she could see it for herself. 


Jenna stepped towards the letter and skipped down to the 
bottom where the name was signed. Just as Garet had before 
her, Jenna's eyes widened to incredible sizes and she could 
do nothing than mumble some incomprehensible syllables. 


It wasn't possible, and yet the evidence was right there 
before them. Neither of them had even gotten the chance to 


read what the letter said, and it seemed that they were too 
dumbfounded to attempt it right now. With a slightly 
quavering hand, Garet flipped the page back towards 
himself to confirm that they were not seeing things, but he 
was reassured by the simple letter-ender at the bottom of 
the parchment. 


Yours, 
Isaac 


Ugh, contrived ending is contrived. In some ways, I feel like 
the break from writing benefited me, but in others it just 
completely messed with the style | had going before. It's 
better than nothing, | suppose, but I wish | could have done 
more with this chapter. | did get to build on Garet's 
relationship with Aaron a bit more, which is rather important 
(also his relationship with Kay, but that's not quite as 
important as Aaron), so | guess it wasn't completely filler 
material. 


Anyway, | just want to reiterate it since | think two or three 
people reading this read WiH while | was absent. Please 
don't post any spoilers about the story in your reviews! As 
much as | love receiving your feedback and hearing about 
things you look forward to reading, it's no fun if | have to 
delete your review to save potential readers from having 
major plot points revealed before they happen. So far it's 
been great, but | always get a little more paranoid when | 
see that more people have read WiH. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! Isaac and Garet's 
present locations aren't going to be revealed, partly because 
| don't have an answer for that and also because | don't plan 
on writing a true Dark Dawn sequel; | would rather leave 
that to people with more creativity than myself. 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 11*: Closure 


Ugh, finally came back last chapter and I'm already falling 
behind on updates. Blame my Kingdom Hearts story; it took 
me an extra week to get a chapter out for it. Also blame the 
time of year and the fact that there is too much good stuff 
on sale. Shows need to be watched to see if they're good 
enough to buy, games need to be tested to see if they're 
worth asking for, gifts need to be purchased for other 
people, you know the drill. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Closure 
"l...L... seriously can't believe it." 


"And to think that we were just reminiscing about the old 
days... It all seems like such an odd coincidence." 


Garet and Jenna leaned back on the sofa, looking and 
feeling exhausted from furnishing their home and from the 
letter that now sat on the table before them. Neither could 
even look at it again, as the risk of letting their thoughts and 
emotions run wild was too high. 


It had been two years since either of them had had any 
contact with Isaac. Kyle had unintentionally hinted to Garet 
that he had heard from his son over these past couple of 
years, but the redhead thought it would be insensitive to ask 
anything too directly. Because of this, Isaac had become 
somewhat of an enigma, a roaming legend that once existed 
but now was gone. Of course, this was a silly thought, and 


the letter in front of them disproved any notion of truth 
behind that. 


For the past two years, I've been with Mia. Just over a year 
ago, | moved to Imil and I'm now the captain of the local 
militia that protects the village. 


A smirk formed on Garet's face as he thought about the 
contents of the Venus adept's message. Of all the odds, 
Isaac had run into Mia, leading the two of them into a 
relationship. The Mars adept could practically see the joy on 
Mia's face when she was reunited with him. More than that, 
Isaac was more than just staying with her for the time being; 
in fact, he seemed pretty damn serious about her. To quote 
the letter: 


I've found my happiness with Mia, as we've been a couple 
for as long as I've been living in Imil. Perhaps leaving New 
Vale was one of my less thought-out plans, but it's led me to 
where I am now: happily living with the woman | love. 


If that wasn't cringe-worthy affection spoken by the master 
of cheese himself, Garet didn't want to hear anything 
beyond that. 


"So...um..." Jenna mumbled. "How should we respond?" 


Garet scratched his head as he pondered over that as well. 
"Hmm... Well, he mentioned something about everyone 
getting together again. Maybe we should ask about that?" 


"I know that, but | mean...how do we even start a letter back 
to him? Should we act like things are the same as before or 
tell him how happy we are to hear from him? Or maybe we 
could just start by saying how exciting a reunion would be. 
Maybe we should talk to his parents or-" 


"Whoa, Jen, slow down now. This is Isaac, remember, our 
best friend? | really doubt he's going to care how we respond 
one way or another." 


The brunette sighed and lazily turned her head towards her 
boyfriend's. "You're probably right, but...I'm a little nervous." 


"Nervous? What for?" To be honest, Garet was feeling a bit 
anxious about responding to Isaac as well, but nervous 
didn't seem quite right. 


"I-It's just... | know he said that he's forgiven us, but you 
can't forget that we're the reason he left in the first place. l... 
can't help thinking that somewhere inside him he still holds 
some kind of resentment towards us." 


Garet bobbed his head a bit. Her worries were justified, and 
he would be lying if he said that he completely disagreed 
with what she was saying. Jenna's hand softly grasped onto 
his as she continued speaking. 


"The other thing is...well...it's kind of embarrassing, but he's 
with Mia now, too. It might not have been a big deal to you 
at the time, but I still remember how stupidly upset | got 
when she and Isaac had their long goodbye with each other. 
Now that they're actually a couple... Ah, I'm really 
embarrassed about what | did!" 


Jenna covered her face with her free hand, as if she were 
trying to hide her shame. Garet could only smile as he 
watched her do so. It had been two years since then, and the 
fact that she could look back on her actions and feel this 
way only meant that she had matured. They had all 
matured: Jenna, Isaac, and even himself. 


He gave her hand a light squeeze, prompting her to look at 
him. "Hey, no matter what we think might be the case, Isaac 


wouldn't have written to us if he didn't feel like it was time 
to make things right. We aren't going to turn down his 
invitation, are we?" 


Jenna relaxed from her embarrassed state and shook her 
head in response. 


"Right," Garet continued, sitting up and grabbing the letter 
off the table. "First things first, he wrote this thing way too 
formally. What are we, his grandparents or something?" 


With a signature grin on his face, Garet stood up to grab a 
quill, ink, and some parchment. Setting it down on the table 
next to the letter, he quickly scribbled Isaac's name at the 
top of the paper. 


"Garet? What are you doing?" Jenna asked as the redhead 
began madly writing away. 


"Heh, you were worried about how we were going to 
respond, right? Well, just leave it to me! Maybe it all ended 
on a sour note last time, but I'm going to let the bastard 
know just how much trouble he caused us when he decided 
to go off without a word." 


Jenna seemed stunned by his words and took a moment 
before retaliating. "W-Wait a minute, Garet! | know that we 
should be allowed to talk to him like nothing's changed, but 
| don't think this situation's quite so simple. We don't want 
him to take it the wrong way or anything. Joking about that 
stuff in person is easy, but it's hard to understand if it's just 
written down." 


"Haha, if he takes offense to this letter, then I'll make sure to 
tell him I'm sorry, but if he's anything like the Isaac he used 
to be, then he'll know exactly how to respond to me. | get 
why you're worried, but this is something | have to do." 


Jenna sighed, knowing that Garet wasn't going to listen 
regardless of what she said. Without so much as a proofread, 
the redhead signed his name at the bottom of the letter and 
hastily dried the ink using some heat psynergy. Grabbing 
some twine, he made quick work of tying it to the pigeon's 
leg and let it return to where Isaac was. 


A couple of weeks later, the pigeon returned and Garet was 
quick to check the letter attached. 


To Garet, 
Man, you haven't changed a bit, frickin’ hellraiser. | should 
tell you now... 


The Mars adept grinned as he skimmed over the letter. For 
better or for worse, Isaac responded exactly as he'd 
expected, and it was good to see that his old friend was back 
to his regular self. He could already tell that this was going 
to be a reunion to remember. 


Garet shivered and bundled up his hefty jacket tighter, 
hoping that the approaching winter winds would have mercy 
on him for just one night. It didn't help much that the 
general climate was cooling down thanks to their northward 
traveling as well. If it didn't pose such a hazard to the tent 
sitting next to it, he would have tried increasing the size of 
the campfire. Alas, the chilled Mars adept was forced to 
produce small flames that would float around his body. 


"You're not coming to bed?" Jenna asked, poking her head 
out from the tent flap. 


"Heh, you kidding, Jen? I'd be lucky to catch an hour of sleep 
at this temperature." 


“"Heehee, | know it's cold, but it's not that bad," she giggled, 
though she followed up her statement with a few sneezes, to 
which Garet could only smirk and raise an eyebrow at her. 


"Don't worry about me," he reassured. "I still have to set up 
some stuff so that we don't get any monster visitors in our 
Sleep. I'll come in after | warm up a bit." 


Receiving a simple shrug in return, Jenna disappeared back 
into the tent and left Garet to tend the campfire. 


It had been about four months since the day they received 
Isaac's letter. For the first three months, the two Mars adepts 
had consistently written back and forth with their old friend, 
doing what they could to catch up. In these exchanges, they 
had also planned an official time for their reunion, receiving 
confirmation that all eight of them plus Kraden and Hama 
would be present. 


Time flew by as Garet and Jenna excitedly spent the past 
month on the road, now only about a two-days' journey from 
the northern village of Imil. Despite Isaac's warnings about 
things to expect on the journey up, both of the New Valeans 
were surprised by many things on their travels, ranging from 
the strength and appearance of new monsters to the 
incredible growth that Bilibin had experienced since they 
first set out. 


Another unforgiving gust of wind sent chills coursing 
through Garet's body, and he cursed under his breath as the 
small flames around him were blown out. Lighting some 
more, he prodded at the campfire with a stick, shifting the 
logs into a different position. 


One other thing that Isaac had told them to be wary of was 
some kind of territory war going on between the maulers 
and trolls. On one hand, Garet was thankful that he had 


warned them, as they probably would have walked straight 
through the battlefield; however, because both monsters 
were land-based creatures, the safest route was to travel by 
the coastline. As if the climate and time of year didn't 
already make this place cold enough, the coastal winds were 
a nightmare. 


"How in the hell did Isaac get used to this?" Garet muttered, 
doing what he could to keep himself warm without using up 
all of his psynergy. "I almost wished we did walk through the 
battlefield. Jen and | are probably strong enough to end the 

war with a snap of our fingers." 


Despite the truth behind that statement, that definitely 
wouldn't have been the smarter choice. Getting in the way 
of monster affairs might only cause unnecessary aggression, 
which would probably lead to trouble for Isaac. The last 
thing Garet wanted to do after not seeing the Venus adept 
for three years was cause him stress that could have easily 
been avoided. 


As he sat there and continued to poke the fire, Garet began 
to realize that the cold wasn't the only thing keeping him 
awake right now. The closer they got to Imil, the more his 
emotions started to get jumbled up inside of him. What 
began as a journey borne of excitement to see his friends for 
the first time in years had slowly begun morphing into 
something more uncertain. He was anxious to see everyone, 
yet he now felt nervous to face Isaac again. 


It was as though his and Jenna's roles had reversed from 
when he had written that first reply to their runaway friend. 
Back then, he had been confident about writing as if nothing 
had changed, but now that they were about to meet in 
person Garet was beginning to worry. He could still feel the 
pain of Isaac's punches and kicks when they last saw each 


other, and the emotional damage that went along with it 
had nearly broken the Mars adept down to his core. Did he 
have the strength to face his old friend again? Even if they 
had put the past behind them, could they truly go back to 
the old friends that they used to be? 


The redhead sighed and gazed up towards the moon. 
Whether he had the resolve to face Isaac or not didn't 
matter at this point. They were a mere two days away from 
their destination; turning back would only serve to anger 
Jenna and disappoint all the other people that were 
expecting him to be there. Besides, this whole month would 
have gone to waste if he turned back now. 


No, that wasn't a fair statement to make. In this past month, 
he and Jenna had deepened their bond even more than 
before. They had experienced many more things out here 
than they possibly could have when they were only traveling 
around New Vale and Vault. She had smiled and laughed in 
ways that he thought he might never see after Isaac's 
disappearance, and while that thought could have 
disheartened him, Garet simply felt glad to be the one to 
share her happiness. 


Figuring that he wasn't going to warm up by staying outside 
the tent, Garet hastily stuck Sacred Feathers by all of their 
belongings and stealthily (well, as stealthily as a bulky 
blacksmith could manage) crept into the tent. As expected, 
it was considerably warmer in here, and Jenna's soft breaths 
helped him relax as he removed some of his heavier clothes. 
Lying down beside the brunette, he gently stroked his finger 
against her cheek, silently chuckling as she swatted it away 
like it was a bug. 


When they returned to New Vale, both of them were going to 
explain their living plans to their families, and Jenna would 


move in with him as soon as she could pack her belongings. 
This development was both exciting and frightening to 
Garet, and it was something that made him feel like he was 
finally becoming a man, rather than a boy trying to act like a 
man. It would be a new chapter in his life, and the only 
major one after that that he could imagine was... 


"Marriage." 


A lump formed in his throat as the word sneaked its way past 
his lips. He and Jenna had only been together for three years 
now; rather, almost three years. Perhaps he was trying to 
think too far into the future. Bringing up marriage at this 
point in their relationship was definitely taking things too 
quickly, wasn't it? They were only twenty-two years old! The 
longer he dwelled on it, however, the more Garet understood 
that he really couldn't imagine himself taking a relationship 
that far with anyone other than the girl lying next to him. He 
didn't even want to imagine the two of them splitting up. 


Thinking back, it was also something he had asked Kyle 
about, though he had tried to play off the question as 
nonchalant and unimportant. Still, Isaac's father had given 
him advice as per usual, though it was rather confusing and 
very much something that Kyle would say. Maybe it would be 
better if he had asked his own father, but then Garet knew 
that doing so would incite the prying ears of his family, 
which, given how many of them there were and their 
positions in the city, would lead to everyone in the village 
knowing that he possibly planned on proposing to Jenna. He 
could already hear Patcher congratulating him before the 
question could even be popped. 


Garet smacked his face a couple of times and rolled over so 
that his back was to Jenna. He was getting way too ahead of 
himself with all of these hypotheticals and what-if scenarios. 


Right now, he shouldn't even be thinking about what would 
happen when he got back to New Vale; he should be focused 
on seeing Isaac and the others in a couple of days. 


With both sets of thoughts now plaguing his mind on top of 
the sub-zero temperatures, Garet was lucky to get an entire 
half-hour of sleep that night. 


"Hey, um, are you sure you're all right? You look kind of 
sick." 


"I'm fine, just didn't get enough sleep," Garet yawned. The 
second night had not proved any better for his sleep, and 
the redhead had accumulated a grand total of one hour over 
the past two nights. Jenna, on the other hand, was rather 
well rested and energetic today. 


"Mm, | guess it'd be okay if you were sick anyway," Jenna 
mused. "| mean, Mia would be able to fix you up no sweat!" 


"Heh, | wonder if she has anything that can cure 
drowsiness." 


"Heehee, just take a nap when we have some time to 
ourselves. The beds in Imil are definitely better suited for 
cold than our sleeping bags, and | bet they're really cozy!" 


"| really hope you're right." 


With the tent and other supplies slung into a makeshift pack 
on his back, Garet and Jenna continued on their way along 
the permafrost. Supposedly, they had passed by a number 
of troll-mauler battle sites yesterday, but Garet had been so 
out of it that he hadn't noticed them at all. Jenna seemed 


thankful that they seemed to be beyond most of them, and 
was quick to point out the town looming in the difference. 
There was clearly something different about it from the last 
time either of them had been there: a large wall had been 
erected around the village, and it seemed more like a small 
city than a simple town now. 


"| guess it's kind of like a trading town now," Garet yawned 
with a shrug. "You might not have noticed, but after the 
lighthouse was lit it started pouring out Water of Hermes like 
no tomorrow. The stuff's a miracle remedy, so I'm sure Imil 
has seen a boom in business since we left." 


"Oh, that makes sense," Jenna chuckled. "I never really took 
you for someone to know about business, Garet." 


"You learn more than a little when you're on the job with 
Kyle. | don't know where the man gets all his knowledge 
from." 


It took only about an hour before they could start making 
out details on the city's wall. Garet, despite his drowsiness, 
could feel his heart beating wildly in his chest. Jenna 
seemed to sense his nerves and grasped onto his hand, 
though he could tell she was just as nervous from the way 
her hand was shaking. He'd been too tired and nervous 
lately to notice whether her emotions had been acting 
similarly to his. 


Over by one of Imil's gatehouses, the two Mars adepts 
spotted a soldier descend from the battlements so he could 
stand by the entryway. He must have been fairly confident if 
he actually came down from his post instead of remaining 

up on the walls where it was safer. Then again, these soldiers 
had been trained by one of Weyard's greatest warriors, so it 


was only natural that they would feel confident in their 
abilities. 


"They must not get a lot of travelers on foot from the south," 
Jenna guessed, noting the busy-looking port by Mercury 
lighthouse. "It's probably better for them to be cautious." 


"|I suppose," Garet mused. He hadn't thought much of the 
soldier's actions either way. 


"It's probably best if we let him know we're just travelers," 
Jenna said. "Can you call out and let him know?" 


"You want me to do it?" 
"Yeah, your voice carries a lot better than mine." 


"True, but it also comes off as more aggressive, especially if 
I'm yelling. We can just tell him once we get to the 
gatehouse." 


"He might be suspicious since we have weapons on us, 
though." 


"Any smart traveler knows not to venture into the wilderness 
without a weapon." 


"Garet, can you please just let him know?" 


Sighing, the redhead rubbed his temples and gave in. "Don't 
get mad if he it startles the guy." 


Letting go of Jenna's hand, Garet cupped his hands in front 
of his mouth and bellowed out as loudly as his fatigued head 
would allow him to. 


"Yo, gatekeeper! | hear you've got a couple of heroes in 
there! Why don't you send 'em out to come greet us?" 


Turning his head back to Jenna with a sleepy look in his 
eyes, he fully expected the appalled look she was giving to 
him and had already braced for the oncoming thump to his 
head. 


"Garet, you big idiot!" she cried. "There are these things 
called manners and common courtesy, you know!" 


"What can | say; I'm tired." 


She looked ready to hit him again, but stopped when the 
gatekeeper called back to them in a somewhat husky voice. 


"It's funny you should mention the heroes, because it seems 
that you don't really know them too well." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Garet grumbled in 
annoyance, ignoring Jenna's warnings not to shout anything 
stupid again. "Hey, who are you to question me about 
them?! | happen to be Garet of Vale! The Hero of Flames! | 
was Isaac's right-hand man through that whole adventure!" 
That would show this know-it-all gatekeeper. 


"Then it shouldn't surprise you," the man called back, taking 
a pause before continuing, "that you're speaking to him 
right now." 


Both Mars adepts ceased their bickering in that moment and 
froze on the spot. They needed a moment to process those 
words, and exchanged a surprised look with each other 
when the gears started turning again. Without wasting a 
moment, they rushed up to the gatekeeper, ignoring the 
nerves that were plaguing them before. 


The sight of Isaac standing before them was overwhelming, 
and they both stood their with their jaws agape, unable to 
find an appropriate set of words that were scrambling in 


their heads. He was just like they remembered him, and yet 
completely different at the same time. He'd definitely 
matured since the last time they saw him, but one look at 
that relaxed smile and boyishly handsome face was all it 
took to know him as their childhood friend. Other than those 
signature characteristics, though, he almost looked like an 
entirely different person. 


"I|-lsaac?" Garet finally managed to sputter out. "That's really 
you! Man, I hardly recognized you! Your hair's not so spiky 
anymore, and you've got a beard - a Kraden beard!" 


What a random set of things for him to say, and yet they 
were the only things Garet was able to say without some 
form of hesitation. To greet him like a long lost friend or 
anything other than someone he'd known all his life would 
have felt too unnatural, despite the fact that it probably 
would have been more appropriate. 


"Ugh, Garet, you're one to talk!" Jenna also managed to 
speak, though it was directed at him instead of Isaac. 
"You've got that nasty lip-carpet you like to calla 
moustache! If anyone should think about shaving, it's you! | 
actually like Isaac's beard." 


Jenna's cheeks turned pink following her statement, but 
Garet felt fairly confident that her embarrassment was not 
over the fact that she had complimented Isaac; rather, it was 
because his first image of them after two years was exactly 
how it had been since they were kids: a couple of bickering, 
hot-tempered buddies. However, instead of chuckling about 
how they never changed, the Venus adept broke out into a 
loud fit of laughter and wrapped them both in a hearty and 
unexpected embrace. 


"I'm glad you guys made it," he continued to laugh, setting 
all three of them at ease from their worries. "Come on, the 

others are waiting for you! Once Felix and Sheba get here, 

everyone from the old group will be here." 


As they headed into Imil, Garet couldn't help thinking at 
how this had become somewhat of an odd development. 
There was no awkwardness between any of them - not that 
this was unwelcome - and had an onlooker seen the three of 
them now with no prior knowledge of whom they were, said 
onlooker would probably have no idea that they had ever 
fought and had such a dramatic past couple of years. 


“Everybody looks different now; I'm really surprised," Isaac 
said as he led them through the snowy town. "You guys both 
look different, Ivan got taller, Piers...well, we can't really 
expect him to change much yet. Still, | mean, | can't say 
anything about myself or Mia, but you'll probably be able to 
tell." 


"Yeah, you look really different too, Isaac," Jenna chuckled. 
"Your face is still kind of kiddy, but with the beard and the 
shorter hair you kind of look like an adult." 


"| don't know if that's a compliment or not," he chortled 
back to her. 


"It's not just your look though," Garet added. "Your voice is 
all husky now, like you're some kind of gruff old wilderness 
man." 


"Heh, that's probably because of the climate. It took a while 
to get used to living here, and for the first year | kept on 
getting sick with a bad cough. Mia kept healing me, though, 
so | couldn't build up an immunity to it. | had to convince 
her last year to let me tough it out, and thanks to all the 


times my throat took a beating, | sound like a real man's 
man." 


"Haha, | dunno about that, Isaac. My voice is still deeper 
than yours." 


They continued to talk and laugh about whatever came to 
mind, and it almost felt like the old days in Vale. It wasn't 
long before Isaac led them over to the sanctum. Pushing the 
heavy doors open, the three of them were met with a 
brightly shining smile, courtesy of the beautiful healer 
standing at the altar. 


"Mia!" Jenna cried out and ran towards her. 


The two girls met in a giggly embrace as they celebrated 
their reunion. At the same time, Ivan walked out from the 
back room, took one glance at the two girls, and looked over 
to Garet with a devious grin. 


"C'mere, Garet, I'm wide open," the Jupiter adept said and 
jokingly held his arms wide. 


“Hahaha, you little punk!" 


Casting away all his earlier feelings of fatigue, Garet ran at 
Ivan with as fast as he could and, rather than hugging the 
shorter guy, wrapped him in a headlock and instantly began 
grinding his fist against the blond's head. 


Piers stepped out shortly after Garet had collided with Ivan. 
"Well, I'm certainly glad that | allowed Ivan to go first," the 
Lemurian chuckled. 


"Good to see you, Piers. I'd greet you, but I'm in the mid- 
OW, DAMMIT, IVAN!" 


The men in the room laughed as Garet leaped off of Ivan. 
The Jupiter adept fixed his hair and laughed along with them 
while little sparks danced around his hand. "You'd think that 
you would have learned after knowing Sheba and me for so 
long." 


Garet grit his teeth, but quickly relaxed and laughed too, 
greeting Mia and Piers as well. For better or for worse, all of 
their relationships had stayed more or less the same as they 
had always been, and it was hugely refreshing to feel like he 
was back in the days of rebuilding New Vale. Everyone could 
laugh, relax, and just be themselves without having to put 
on some kind of front or trying to make sure no awkwardness 
ensued. 


A while later, once things had calmed down and Jenna and 
Garet had also gone to see Hama and Kraden, everyone split 
off into small groups to catch up with one another. Isaac, 
unfortunately, still had patrol duty for another few hours, 
and discouraged them from joining him as it was rather 
uneventful and wouldn't set the best example for his 
trainees if he was being lax with his friends while on duty. 
Taking heed of his words, Jenna decided to catch up with 
Piers, leaving Garet to spend some time with his old 
companions lvan and Mia. 


"It's hard to believe it's only been five years since we first 
met," Garet said while the three of them sat around the back 
room of the sanctum. 


"Well, it's closer to six for us," lvan corrected him. "I think we 
met Mia around this time, but it took us a while to actually 
get here with that whole Tret incident and everything." 


"Yes, but even still, | can understand what Garet is saying," 
Mia sighed peacefully. "I feel like I've known everyone for my 


entire life. | doubt | ever would have left Imil if not for you 
three." 


"Heh, | think it had more to do with a certain one leader than 
all three of us," Ivan chuckled. "Speaking of which, it's 
pretty funny that both of you ended up getting who you 
wanted in the end, isn't it?" 


"Hang on, you knew about Mia's crush on Isaac?" Garet 
asked, seemingly flabbergasted. 


"W-Wait a second, you both knew | had feelings for Isaac?!" 
Mia asked even more animatedly than Garet. 


The two boys glanced at each other momentarily before 
turning back to Mia and shrugging with an '‘it-was-pretty- 
obvious' expressions on their faces. 


"I-I'm not sure whether that's embarrassing or not," Mia 
stammered, lightly pressing her hands against her cheeks. 


"If it's any consolation, | don't think he ever found out," 
Garet suggested, but Mia simply shook her head. 


"No, no, it doesn't matter at this point. Besides, we've both 
talked about our past feelings and | told him about it 
anyway." 


"And, hey, Mia's not the only one," Ivan snickered at his 
older companions. "I don't know how Jenna never managed 
to notice your feelings, Garet. | mean, you were practically 
shouting "I love you!" to her every time we caught up to 
their group." 


"What?! Shut up, pipsqueak, it was nowhere near that 
obvious!" Mia's curled lips and Ivan's continuous giggles 
pretty much shattered Garet's argument in an instant. "A- 


Anyway, what's this about your girlfriend, huh? Or did | 
misread that in your letter?" 


"Hmm?" Ivan stopped laughing when the conversation was 
directed towards him, but didn't lose his usual playful edge. 
"Oh, you mean Sam. Things are going pretty well, | guess. 
We've only been dating for a little more than a year now, but 
no major issues so far." He paused and twisted his face a bit 
before speaking a little more quietly. "Hey, if they ask, can 
you guys not mention this to Jenna and Sheba? You know 
how they get when it comes to this stuff." 


“Ohoho, dirt on Ivan, eh?" Garet guffawed. "They'll probably 
get it out of you one way or another, and | can't really keep 
anything from Jenna if she starts asking." 


"Ugh...can | at least count on you Mia?" 


"Hmhm, well, as much as I'd like to promise you, things can 
get a little out of hand when we have our girl talks." 


Both Mia and Garet laughed as Ivan dejectedly hung his 
head and muttered something about how he shouldn't have 
told anyone. Once they'd moved beyond the subject of 
relationships, though, the three of them were able to 
reminisce about all the good times they'd had five or six 
years ago. Meeting each other had been a life-changing 
experience, after all, and there was so much that they all 
wished they could relive, albeit without the urgency of 
saving the world. Garet even asked Mia if she would have 
been able to warm up to the group sooner had Ivan been a 
girl, to which she could only speculate that it might have 
been a bit easier. lvan didn't take too kindly to the fact that 
he had to be the girl, but found a way to play off of the 
situation anyway. 


It didn't feel like much time had passed when Isaac walked 
in to see all of them still sitting and laughing together. Of 
course, it had to have been at least a few hours since Isaac 
would not have been there any earlier than that. 


"Look at this, it's the old crew back together," he chuckled 
and began removing his heavy armour. 


"Just wait until Felix and Sheba get here," Ivan laughed. "It's 
just going to be pure chaos when they show up." 


"Is that foresight or are you just guessing?" Garet asked. 


"Just guessing. My foresight's only reliable enough to see a 
few hours ahead at most." 


"You say that like it isn't extremely convenient..." 


"Oh, it has its quirks alright. | just like that I can still see past 
that, even if the outcome isn't always reliable. Like, looking 
ahead now...at some point during our stay here, I'm going to 
gamble you out of three hundred coins." 


"Pfft, like I'd let you beat me at anything." 


"Yeah, we'll see about that." 


That night, Garet comfortably changed out of his clothes, 
thankful that the homes in Imil were so well insulated. In the 
rental home that he was sharing with Jenna, Ivan, and Hama, 
they didn't even need to light the fireplace to feel warm, and 
it was an extremely welcome change from nearly freezing to 
death out on the permafrost with only a tent and sleeping 
bag to combat the frigid night air. 


"I can't wait for tomorrow," Jenna said from the bed. "Hama 
told me that Felix and Sheba are supposed to show up in the 
afternoon. I'm so excited to see Felix and hear all about the 
quirks of living with him from Sheba." 


"Um, didn't you live with him for fourteen years?" Garet 
asked with a chuckle. 


"Yeah, but it's not the same as hearing what he's like with 
her. Plus, he's not the same as he was back then, so there's 
probably some funny stories in there." 


"Mm, somehow, putting Felix and funny stories in the same 
sentence just doesn't click properly." 


A pillow lightly collided with the back of his head, and Garet 
turned around to see her giggling while she pulled the 
blankets up like a shield. "Heehee, don't be such a party 
pooper. You know that you're excited to see them too." 


"Damn right, | am," he answered with a toothy grin, 
clambering into bed once he'd finished changing. "But more 
than that, I'm just glad that everything today turned out 
alright. | was scared that things with Isaac were going to be 
weird. Apparently he was really nervous too, but then he 
relaxed when | called out to the gatekeeper." 


“Heehee, so you mean that your brutish way of rudely 
greeting the gatekeeper helped him relax because he 
realized that you're just the same as ever?" 


"That's a mean way to put it, but that's pretty much what he 
said." 


They both giggled and huddled closely under the blankets, 
getting into a comfortable position that they could rest in 
while still facing each other. 


"| was relieved too," Jenna yawned, her eyes beginning to 
droop. "Once everyone's here, | want it to feel just like it did 
before all that stupid drama happened. Those were the best 
times." 


"Me too, Jen," Garet said, kissing her on the lips as she shut 
her eyes. 


"You know..." she said sleepily, "you really need...to shave 
that thing..." 


"Heh, maybe when we get back." 
"You'd better...or I'll singe it off...myself..." 


With her breaths slowed to a deep and steady rhythm, Garet 
kissed her once more and quickly followed suit, closing his 
eyes and falling into the most relaxed sleep he had had in 
years. 


Ugh, getting to the end of the chapter was brutal. | couldn't 
find a good way to end it after they saw Isaac again and just 
kind of dragged it along until | could close it off. Sorry if that 
made the exchange between Ivan and Garet end abruptly, 
but | really needed to end that section and couldn't find a 
good way to do so. 


On a happier note: Yay, everyone is okay with each other! 
Happy times! And I mean real happy times, not like that fake 
stuff when Garet and Jenna were building their relationship 
but all the angst with Isaac was still going on! Honestly, 
when it comes to this story, | actually like writing the 
angsty/depressing/sad parts a little more, but it's a nice 
break to reach a peak in everyone's feelings. Now we just 
have to wait for that inevitable drop to occur. | don't think 
anyone really paid attention to what happened to Garet 


when that drop hit in WiH, but ohohoho let me tell you, | am 
going to make it as absolutely soul-crushing as | possibly 
can, because | was sad just writing it as a side part in WiH. 
Prepare your tissues, readers! 


Anyway, before | get ahead of myself with how upsetting | 
want that to be, look forward to at least three chapters of 
happy stuff before the depression hits. There's quite a large 
time gap between now and the sad part, and it's one of the 
parts in WiH that | glazed through but will expand on in this 
story. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra and CreationsGoneAwry for 
reviewing! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 12*: Similarities and 
Differences 


*Sigh* And so begins yet another school term. Don't get me 
wrong, | love doing what I'm doing in school, but everyone in 
college or university knows that feeling when you have to 
take courses you don't care about for credits. | get that we're 
supposed to be "broadening our horizons" but as someone 
who knows exactly what they want to do, I'd rather be 
focusing on my goal instead of wasting time and effort on 
electives | have no interest in. 


On the topic of writing, sorry about the delay. Things got 
pretty hectic at the end of winter break (as they tend to do 
every year), so | ended up delaying one of my other stories 
by a week (which in turn led to this one also getting 
delayed). I'm not sure if I'll be taking another break during 
the school term, but if | don't post another announcement 
on my profile, | should still be updating (though | imagine it 
will be at a much slower rate). 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Similarities and Differences 
"Shebaaaaa!" 
"Jennaaaaa!" 


The two girls sprinted towards each other, kicking up snow 
in their wake as they collided in an embrace that looked 
almost painful, considering the speed at which they met 
each other. Laughing as they collapsed onto the snow, the 
two girls could hardly speak properly as they babbled, 


laughed, cried, and made all sorts of other noises to fully 
show their excitement at seeing each other. 


Garet grinned as he and Felix approached each other at a 
much slower pace. 


"Feeeliiiix!" Garet cried jokingly. 
"No." 


The redhead laughed heartily at his older friend's deadpan. 
Stepping towards each other and giving a mighty 
handshake, the two men helped their squealing female 
companions to their feet and led the way into Imil. 


"Can you believe it's been two years?" Garet said to the 
Venus adept. "You still look just the same as when you left." 


"And you've got a...funny-looking moustache," Felix 
chuckled. "It really has been two years though, huh. Time 
sure flies when you're having fun." 


"Are you trying to imply that I'm not fun?" 


"To be frank, | quite enjoyed not having to see you around all 
the time." Felix then leaned closer so that the girls wouldn't 
overhear (not that they would with all the chattering they 
were doing). "It's also a good thing for you, since | doubt | 
would've let you and Jenna become a couple." 


"W-What the hell, man?!" Garet stammered, slightly leaning 
away. "You were completely fine with Isaac dating her, 
weren't you?" 


"Isaac isn't you." 


“Have you gone back to being 'Dark Felix' from the 
adventure again?" 


"No, | just don't like you with my sister." 


Garet sighed but nervously chuckled it off. Though he had 
hoped Felix would be more accepting of this relationship, he 
wasn't very surprised to discover that the older man was just 
the same as ever. If nothing else, it served as an adequate 
way of showing that the relationships they had formed 
would not be affected by age, distance, or the frequency of 
seeing each other. 


The snow crunched under their boots as they neared the 
Sanctum where everyone tended to gather in the morning. 
Since he was not at the gatehouse to greet them, it was 
likely that Isaac was on patrol in another area. Regardless, 
Felix and Sheba would have their chance to see him by 
tonight at the latest, and it seemed more likely that they 
would want to rest for a bit after their journey anyway. 


Pushing open the large sanctum doors, the party of four 
happily strode in. 


"Miiiiaaaaaaa!" Jenna and Sheba both cried, rushing up to 
the healer before she had the chance to get a word out. 


"Didn't Jenna already see Mia?" Ivan chuckled as he came up 
to greet Felix. 


"Don't bother questioning it," Garet laughed. "Jen's 
overenthusiastic at reunions and terrible at goodbyes." 


Taking their time to reach the altar, Garet could really sense 
the change in energy from when he had been travelling with 
Jenna. With all eight of their travelling party now reunited, it 
really did feel as though things were back to the way they 


always should have been. There was no pain, no 
unnecessary drama; everything was smiles and laughter, 
and he wanted to keep things this way for the rest of his 
days. 


With a healthy outlook and a newfound joy, Garet eagerly 
stepped into the next chapter of his life, one that would 
hopefully continue on until it reached the end. 


Tyrell rubbed his eyes and placed a marker in the book, 
Closing it gently on his lap. The lamplight at his bedside did 
not flicker like a candle, though it did little to help his 
creeping drowsiness. There was no telling what time it was, 
though he suspected that Karis's family had gone to sleep at 
least a few hours ago. 


His throat feeling slightly parched, the Mars adept threw on 
a Shirt and wandered out towards the kitchen for a glass of 
water. 


"! wonder if we'll ever have a reunion like that," he mumbled 
to himself. It seemed less than likely, due to the fact that 
Sveta, Amiti, and Himi were somewhat bound to their 
homes. Especially with all the work Sveta had cut out for her 
now, the very idea of getting everyone together seemed like 
a far-off dream. 


"Hm? Oh, it's you Tyrell." 


The redhead glanced over to see Ivan looking disheveled 
and covered in grime. Apparently he had still been awake, 
tinkering away at one of his many inventions. 


"Heh, | lost track of time," Tyrell chuckled and glugged down 
the rest of his water. "I wanted to find out more about the 
rest of your traveling companions. My dad didn't really go 
into detail about them when you were all still rebuilding New 
Vale," 


"Ah, well, his head was clearer during the reunion, so I'd 
imagine you would be able to read about everyone ina 
more positive light." 


"Mm." Tyrell scratched his head and looked away from Ivan 
fora moment. Leaning on the counter, he spoke slowly. 
"There's...something that's been bothering me, though." 


"Oh? Do tell." 


"Well... maybe bothering is the wrong word; it's more like it's 
been in the back of my mind this whole time. You said my 
dad has gone through a lot more hardship than most other 
people, but so far nothing other than the incident with Isaac 
has happened. Does it have something to do with New 
Vale?" 


Ivan paused for a while, apparently contemplating whether 
he should tell Tyrell some of the details or simply allow him 
to reach those parts for himself. When he glanced back up 
at the young Mars adept, he only asked a simple question. 


"How much do you know already?" 


Tyrell was slightly taken aback by the question. He did not 
know much of anything at this point. 


"Um... The only things I know are obvious, like the fact that 
New Vale obviously doesn't exist anymore; at least, not in 
the way the book describes it. Some town called Vault got 


mentioned a couple times but I don't think it's around 
anymore either." 


Ivan smiled sleepily and let out a yawn. "Looks like you've 
put two and two together. l'm sure that you can guess the 
reason that New Vale and Vault, as well as a town called 
Lunpa, are gone. Really, that incident only serves as a small 
part of the hardship he's faced; it was more about the 
outcomes than what actually happened." 


"O-Oh, | see. Then...things must've gotten pretty bad for 
him..." 


Tyrell felt Ivan's hand pat him gently on the shoulder. The 
older man smiled and closed his eyes as he gently squeezed 
Tyrell's shoulder as a comforting gesture. 


"For now, don't worry about those things, alright? You've 
reached a happy point in the story: one where I can say that 
everyone was genuinely content with their lives. Let Garet's 
memories of those good times help you feel what he felt, 
and leave the worrying for when it's due." 


With that, Ivan let go of Tyrell's shoulder and shuffled his 
way through the dark towards the bathroom. Rather than 
heading back to his room right away, Tyrell stayed in the 
kitchen, leaning on the counter as he thought hard over 
Ivan's words. 


"Feel what Dad felt... He's happy now, but...l'm not sure | 
want to experience the pain..." 


"Oh, come on! You've got to be kidding me with this!" 


"Hehe, | told you, Garet. That's another fifty coins you've lost 
to me." 


Garet reluctantly peeked into his coin pouch, knowing that 
the amount he owed Ivan now would be about half of what 
was in there. Sure, he had more money with the rest of his 
things, but losing this much would be a huge blow to his 
pride. It would also incite Jenna's wrath over his stupidity at 
betting against the Jupiter adept. 


"Rrgh, no, | refuse!" the Mars adept growled. 


"You can't, you know. If you don't pay what you owe, l'Il find 
some other way of getting you to pay me." 


"Fine, then tomorrow we'll go double or nothing!" 
"Haha, sure you want to do that?" 

"Yeah, and this time I'm calling trolls!" 

"Your call, then." 


Both men shook hands and glanced over to the ladder as 
Isaac's head popped up from below. Expertly hopping up 
into the watchtower, he stepped over to where they were 
seated. 


"What are you guys up to over here?" he chuckled. 


"This little crap is trying to con me out of my money," Garet 
announced. Pointing a finger out towards the snowy fields, 
he directed Isaac's attention towards what had been a 
battleground only a few moments ago. "We're betting daily 
on which side will win, and so far Ivan's won every round." 


"Wouldn't that be a good sign that you shouldn't bet again 
tomorrow, then? Also, it isn't really a con if you guys are 
gambling with each other." 


"Yeah, well, he's still an ass." 


Ivan laughed and pressed two fingers to his temple. "Did you 
forget that | can see into the future, Garet? Ever stop to 
consider why I've won six out of six wagers?" 


The flame user suddenly froze on the spot and shot a dirty 
look at his younger companion. "You little cheat! | don't owe 
you a single coin!" 


"Hey now, haven't | been letting you make the calls first? | 
can see which side will win but that doesn't mean | can 
change the outcome. You just happen to pick the wrong side 
every time. You should probably eat some lucky pepper if 
you want to keep betting with me, Garet." 


"I don't think that'll help much," Isaac chortled amusedly. 
"Ivan's probably been using his subconscious suggestion 
technique to make you pick the wrong side." 


"Huh? What's that?" Garet asked. 


"Just a little trick | developed during our adventure," the 
Jupiter adept snickered. "You were the prime subject of all 
my tests." 


"Basically," Isaac explained to the confused redhead, "he 
can implant a thought into your head without you knowing, 
and if it's successful, you'll end up acting on whatever it is 
he's suggested." 


Garet scratched his head, even more confused than before 
by what that could mean. Were they saying that Ivan was a 


mind-controller? Could Ivan have been controlling 
everyone's actions from the time they met him? 


"No, Garet, | can't," lvan laughed, apparently having read 
the Mars adept's mind. "You're just really susceptible to 
suggestions. Think of it like hypnotizing you while you're 
still awake. It doesn't really work on Isaac, and | never had 
the guts to try anything too crazy on Mia, so most of my fun 
is with you." 


"So, what you're saying is that you had even more fun at my 
expense than | could have known about?!" 


"Pretty much, but at least you've forgotten about losing one 
hundred fifty coins to me, right?" 


"Coins? What are you... Hey, you just did it again, didn't 
you?! Oh, you're so dead, Ivan!" 


With a laugh goodbye, Ivan flew down the ladder and was 
out of sight before Garet could even get to his feet. 
Grumbling angrily, the disgruntled Mars adept leaned his 
chin on the railing and peered out towards the former 
battlefield. 


"You guys never change," Isaac chuckled, taking the seat 
Ivan had been in previously. 


"| don't think | need to change, but Ivan could use a 
personality upgrade," Garet said wryly. "He still acts just like 
a kid, but he's twenty now." 


"Maybe he acts that way because you still treat him like a 
kid." 


"No, no, | definitely treat him like a kid because he acts 
like one." 


Isaac simply laughed and stood to stretch his legs out a bit. 
Saluting to one of his soldiers down on the wall, the Venus 
adept turned back to Garet and spoke in a calm manner. 


"You know, | don't think | want you guys to change, even 
when we're old and wrinkly. It's been almost three years 
since the last time we saw each other, so this past week has 
been almost surreal. | was...really worried that everyone 
would have changed." 


Garet was silent for a moment. He, too, had been just as 
afraid that Isaac would not be the same; it was natural for 
both of them to feel that way. As things were now, it would 
not be an exaggeration for him to say the current situation 
was perfect. He'd reconnected with his best friend, everyone 
seemed to be with the person they wanted to be with, and 
the overall mood was lively amongst the eight. The sad past 
was behind them, and only the bright future was ahead. 


"If things could stay this way, | doubt I'd complain either," 
Garet sighed peacefully. "Though this town is so gods damn 
cold that | don't know how often I'll be coming to visit you 
and Mia." 


Isaac smirked and sat back down in the seat next to Garet. 


"Hey, this might seem random but...how are things with 
Jenna?" 


Garet blinked and gave Isaac an odd look. There wasn't any 
particular harm in the question, but given what they had 
been through the past few years, it was fair for the two guys 
to feel a bit strange talking about this. 


“Things are good, man," he answered with a shrug. "I know 
the other night | might've said that she compares me to you, 
but honestly that's not entirely true. She's been a lot more 


hot-tempered since we got here, but | think it's just the 
atmosphere and almost like reverting back to the way we 
were during the adventure." 


"So she's a lot calmer back home?" 


"Yeah, we're actually going to start living together once we 
head back. Kind of nervous to tell my folks but it's not like 
they wouldn't find out." Garet paused for a moment and 
scratched his head. "So...how about you and Mia?" 


"Hmm?" Isaac stopped to ponder for a moment and let out a 
breathy chuckle before continuing. "Oh, we're great. | still 
can't get used to being somewhat of a celebrity around 
town, but Mia said she's learned to ignore it. | guess she's 
had to live with it all her life, so me being so popular after 
that whole raid incident has only boosted her fame even 
more." 


"Heh, | still wish | could be as popular in New Vale as you are 
around here," the redhead chuckled. "Maybe then | wouldn't 
have to deal with Patcher's crap all the time." 


"Patcher, huh? Now there's a guy | haven't thought about in 
a while," Isaac laughed. "Is he still tailing around after you 
like some lost puppy?" 


"Believe it or not, he's the manager of the inn. Took off from 
your dad's smithy and left me with twice as much work as 
before." 


"You don't say." Isaac turned away from Garet and gazed out 
at the slowly darkening sky. "I guess | haven't written to my 
parents in a while either. | was still contacting them after | 
ran away, but | never told them where I was or what | was 
doing. Mom was apparently throwing fits; | wonder if she 


ever settled down. | mean, it's been a few years since | saw 
her." 


"From what I can tell, she's the same Dora as always," Garet 
mused. 


The Mars adept stared at his friend as Isaac continued to 
gaze forlornly into the distance. Garet could only try to 
sympathize with what Isaac must have been feeling, as the 
only time he spent away from his family was during the 
adventure. Dora had always been sickly, and even with Kyle 
there to help her out it probably did little to ease the guilt 
on Isaac's conscience. If she suddenly came down with 
something again, the former leader of their group might just 
break down. 


"Oh, there you are, Isaac!" a voice from behind them 
announced. Both men turned around to see Justin poking his 
head up from the watchtower's entry hole. 


"What's up, Justin?” the Venus adept asked, abandoning any 
sense of worry from his voice. 


"Heh, funny story. | was training with Felix and we kind of 
got into an argument about sword-handling techniques." 


Garet laughed and cracked his knuckles. "Ha! Aren't you still 
learning to handle a blade, kid? Arguing with Felix probably 
isn't the smartest idea." 


"I know, but | was just telling him what Isaac's taught me so 
far and explaining how his methods are more efficient. 
Anyway, long story short, Felix wants to duel with you to 
prove that his swordplay is better." 


Garet turned to Isaac to see his reaction. The bearded man 
had both of his eyebrows raised in slight surprise, but his 


expression quickly relaxed into a smirk. Slowly getting to his 
feet, Isaac stretched a bit and wiggled his limbs before 
patting the hilt of his sword. With a grin, Garet also stood 
and rolled his shoulder. 


"We should see if Piers is up for a two-on-two battle," Isaac 
said as he bumped forearms with the redhead. 


"Piers, huh?" Garet chuckled and stepped towards Justin's 
beaming face. "Eh, why not? The guy fights more like me 
than Ivan does. Looks like we're in for a fun evening." 


The reunited party of eight remained in Imil for about a 
month before they all had to return to their lives. The stay 
had been fun, refreshing, and a great way for everyone to 
catch up and fix any issues with their relationships. All good 
things come to an end, however, and it felt like hardly any 
time had passed since they had arrived. 


Garet opened one of his eyes as an evening breeze blew 
against the tent. Though it protected him from feeling it, the 
sight and sound of it made him shiver. More than the people, 
he was missing that warm bed in Imil, and couldn't wait to 
cross through Bilibin cave. The cave itself would be warmer 
than the permafrost, and the other side of the mountain 
range would reach a reasonable climate. 


Outside of the tent, Felix and Sheba were quietly chatting 
about something, though the only thing that reached the 
Mars adept's ears were incomprehensible murmurs. Despite 
Isaac returning the Teleport Lapis to Felix, the older Venus 
adept insisted on traveling with Garet and Jenna as far as 
Bilibin before instantly returning to Lalivero with Sheba. 
Supposedly, he "didn't want any funny business" to occur if 


he could prevent it. Garet couldn't understand that logic, 
considering the two of them had already traveled all the way 
here together and could easily have some funny business 
occur after he'd left. Not that they would. 


Jenna shifted in the sleeping bag beside him, sound asleep 
and not affected by the cold nearly as much as he was. 
Shutting his eyes again, Garet did what he could to relax, 
though he knew that the cold would put off his rest for at 
least an hour. Instead of trying to ignore the cold, he allowed 
his wandering thoughts to distract him from it. With that, he 
quickly engulfed his thoughts in the conversation he had 
shared with Isaac the night before leaving Imil. 


"So, you and Mia are getting pretty serious, eh?" 
"/ guess you could say that." 
"When are you gonna pop the question?" 


He was relieved that Isaac had taken the inquiry as well as 
he did. Honestly, Garet wasn't completely sure what had 
prompted him to ask Isaac such a thing. It was likely that it 
had to do with his own hope of eventually proposing to 
Jenna, but even he was somewhat surprised that he had 
brought up the subject with his old friend. 


"/ think I'll wait at least a couple years before I decide to go 
for it." 


Isaac's thoughts had more or less matched his own: not 
wanting to do it too quickly but also not wanting to wait to 
long. The problem was that there was no saying when the 
best time would be. When would be a good time? Four 
years? Five? Even more than that? No one could answer for 
him; it was a decision he had to make for himself. 


What about Sheba and Felix? The two of them were already 
living together; had they discussed marriage at all? Of 
course, Garet was in a similar living situation as them, and 
he hadn't thought of bringing it up with Jenna. The very 
thought of doing that made his heart pump wildly in his 
chest, and he doubted he would even be able to utter more 
than a few words if the situation actually arose. Still, 
perhaps it would be a good idea to ask those two about it. 


Garet slowly opened his eyes and began to sit up, but after 
lifting his head a few inches, he sighed and laid back down. 
Even if their relationship had been going on longer than 
anyone else's, the Mars adept had to remember that Sheba 
was still only nineteen. Sure, it wasn't unheard of for people 
to get married young, but he had always assumed that the 
earliest any of them would get married would be around 
twenty-three. Well, not counting Piers, since he was at least 
two hundred by the time they met him. 


The sound of snow crunching under footsteps stole his 
attention for a moment, and he wondered why it sounded as 
though someone was coming this way. As he looked in the 
direction of the campfire, a silhouette appeared by the tent 
flap, and a moment later Sheba's head popped through. She 
had a mischievous grin on her face as she looked straight at 
Garet. 


"You know," she spoke to him telepathically, “your thoughts 
are just as loud as your voice. You should thank me for not 
telling Felix everything that you just thought about." 


Garet sat up quickly, his face a mixture of surprise and 
disbelief. He had no idea that mind reading worked that way, 
and he would have tried going straight to sleep if he knew 
that Sheba would hear all of his thoughts. 


The Jupiter adept giggled and beckoned for him to come 
outside. "Don't worry, Felix already went to sleep." 


Somewhat hesitantly, the moustached man threw some 
heavy clothes onto his body and quietly crept out of the 
tent. The sudden onrush of cold air bit at his exposed bits of 
Skin, causing him to shiver and huddle into a tighter cocoon 
inside his multiple layers. With a giggle, Sheba waved her 
hand around a bit to redirect the wind from coming this way 
and walked towards the campfire. 


"Was there something you wanted to talk about?" Garet 
asked quietly as he gratefully squatted in front of the 
flames. 


"Mm, just some of the things you were thinking about," she 
said simply from behind him. "Unless it makes you too 
uncomfortable." 


The redhead shrugged. "I don't really mind. | was just going 
to end up thinking about that stuff until | fell asleep, so you 
probably would have heard everything | was thinking 
anyway." 


“"Heehee, well, to answer the question you were thinking 
before, no, Felix and | haven't talked about marriage or 
anything like that yet." 


Though he had somewhat expected it, Garet was still 
surprised to find out that they had yet to discuss it. "So, it 
hasn't been brought up at all?" 


"Hmm," Sheba stopped to ponder for a moment. "I guess | 
can't say it hasn't been brought up at a//, but Felix is...a 
little dense when it comes to this kind of stuff." 


"Heh, so you've hinted at it and he's been completely 
oblivious?" 


"Pretty much." 


The two of them giggled for a bit, making sure to keep their 
voices low so that neither of the sleeping siblings would 
wake up. 


"After knowing Felix for pretty much my whole life, I'd be 
more surprised if he did pick up on some of this stuff," Garet 
chuckled. "| do wonder if he's given it any thought himself 
though." 


Sheba sighed. "Same here. If there's anyone | actively make 
sure not to mind read by accident, it's him. | want our 
relationship to be built on trust, and that wouldn't work if | 
could always tell exactly what he's thinking but not the 
other way around." 


The Mars adept smiled, feeling oddly warmed by the 
seriousness of her words. Whether she was aware of it or not, 
Sheba had matured since last he saw her. 


"Hey," he said when he noticed something about her 
comment, "if you have to make sure not to read his mind, 
how did you still manage to hear my thoughts from all the 
way over in the tent?" 


"Heehee, like | said, you think just as loud as you talk. Even 
while | was making sure not to have it active, your thoughts 
still floated over here to the campfire." 


"Huh...well, | mean, I'm not mad that you heard them. It 
sounds like kind of a hassle though. The way you talk about 
mind reading now...it almost sounds like you have to turn it 
off instead of how you used to turn it on." 


Sheba didn't say anything at first, causing some concern for 
Garet. Slowly turning around to look at her, he saw that she 
had a slightly troubled smile on her face as she looked down 
at the ground in front of him. For a few moments neither of 
them moved. It felt like an agonizingly long time before 
Sheba slowly brought her gaze up to face him, wearing the 
same troubled smile on her face. 


“Promise you won't tell Felix, okay?" she said with a slightly 
forced giggle. "It's one of the few things | want to keep 
secret from him." 


Garet nodded and turned back toward the fire, though he 
could not take the frown off of his face. "So what you're 
saying is that you're losing control of your mind reading, is 
that it?" 


"| guess that's the easiest way to put it," she sighed. "It isn't 
just me, either. Ivan said he's been struggling with it too, 
though from the sound of it he doesn't seem to be having as 
much trouble as | am." 


"Huh...and | guess Hama didn't know anything about it?" 


",..All she could speculate was that it had something to do 
with being on the lighthouse when the Golden Sun rose. 
That and always being on the lighthouse aeries when they 
were lit. | mean, it kind of makes sense; with all that pure 
psynergy pouring out of the lighthouses and us being right 
there, it's no wonder that something got jumbled up inside 
of us." 


"| suppose, but then you'd think there'd be something going 
on with the rest of us, wouldn't you?" 


Sheba was silent again. This was probably something she 
had been thinking about during the reunion. It didn't occur 


to Garet that getting together with the others like this could 
cause more problems to arise. It made sense that Sheba 
waited until after they had left to start looking concerned 
about these issues. He almost felt guilty for not noticing, but 
then Garet had never been particularly skilled at picking up 
on subtle changes in people's personalities. 


"A-Anyway, it's not worth worrying about," Sheba said after 
a while. "We didn't come out here to talk about my 
problems; we came to figure out proposals and stuff, right?" 


Garet smirked, glad that she seemed okay with switching 
the topic so suddenly. "Yeah, we did." 


"Heehee, | was going to suggest some kind of contest, but 
since Felix and | have a head start on you and Jenna, | won't 
make it about who should propose first. Instead, I'll just say 
that you had better be more romantic about it than he will. 
As much as | love him, he's a big romance-deficient 
blockhead." 


The Mars adept laughed. "Doesn't seem like much of a 
challenge. Do I get anything if | pull it off better than he 
does?" 


"Uh, you get Jenna, duh!" 


The two of them laughed, and Garet suddenly started filling 
his head with ideas for how he might go about proposing to 
the brunette. Remembering that Sheba could pick up on his 
thoughts with relative ease, he stopped and turned to face 
her. 


"Don't go telling Felix my ideas, alright?" 


"Haha, I'm sure he won't try to steal any of them. He's not 
the type to do something like that anyway." 


"True, but the real problem is that he'll probably do 
whatever he can to stop me from marrying his sister." 


Sheba gave him a blank look, but quickly had to cover her 
mouth to stop her giggles from bubbling forth too loudly. 
Garet grinned, but was completely serious with what he had 
said. As she calmed down, Sheba stepped towards him and 
extended her hand." 


"| promise | won't tell. Just make sure you make Jenna 
happy." 


Garet took her hand and stood as she helped pull him up. 
Tousling her hair like he used to to tease her, the redhead 
sighed peacefully and started walking towards his tent, 
leaving her with one last comment before he turned in for 
the night. 


"There's nothing more in all of Weyard that | want to do than 
make her happy." 


This was a funny chapter to write. | was really struggling for 
about the first half and then things started going a bit better 
when Garet and Isaac were having their conversation. Then 
this conversation with Sheba basically wrote itself it was so 
simple, which is funny because | pretty much added it in 
with the intention of having it last a short while before 
having more stuff after it. Somehow it ended up going into a 
deeper discussion and ended in more of a satisfying way 
than | thought would happen. 


Sorry about the choppiness of events. | know it kind of 
jumps around from event to event, but the reunion didn't 
actually have much that | wanted to cover other than the 
reconciliation with Isaac. Aside from that, | actually want to 
get them back to New Vale so they can start their lives as a 


couple under the same roof. If | can't write drama and 
depressing stuff, | need to fill it with fun fluff, and for 
whatever reason it's hard for me to do that while they're out 
on the road. The dynamic for Garet and Jenna is also 
different than I'm used to writing fluff for, so that also poses 
a problem to me when they aren't at home. 


Anyway, look forward to some more happy stuff for the next 
few chapters, including the introduction of Sam (Ivan's 
girlfriend) and probably a visit from Isaac and Mia. Y'know, 
stuff that got skipped over the five-year gap in WiH. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 13*: Transition 


Bleh, I've been so unmotivated to do anything lately, it's not 
even funny. | can't think of a situation when that would be 
funny, but I've just reached this sort of lazy streak after 
being really productive at school and with my other projects. 
The thought to write didn't even cross my mind until | was 
trying to decide what to do because | pretty much have 
nothing else to right now. 


That aside, I'm only a few weeks from finishing this school 
term, so after April updates should go back to a somewhat 
normal schedule, though I can't promise anything for too 
long since | usually start working in May. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Transition 
"So, um..." 
",..Garet, if you pause like that, it'll only make this weirder!" 


"Sorry, sorry, | just... I'm not really sure what we're supposed 
to say at a time like this." 


"I-It's not like | know either." 


The two Mars adepts stood at the entrance to Garet's home, 
or rather what was now their home. Jenna rocked on her 
heels and bit her lip while the large bag in her hands swung 
lazily to and fro. Garet held her other bag and scratched at 
his head. Both wore unsure expressions, waiting for the 
other to find some way of appropriately commemorating this 
new chapter in both their lives and relationship. 


"Let's...have fun?" Garet stated dumbly. From the look on 
her face, Jenna would have slapped a hand to her forehead if 
she didn't need both arms to carry her belongings. 


"That's a terrible way to start this off!" 
"Um...| look forward to living with you?" 


"That sounds like something a traveling businessman would 
say to his partner." 


Garet sighed. This kind of thing wasn't exactly his forte, and 
it wasn't as though she was forcing him to do it. In truth, he 
was the one who had stopped at the doorway first, and 
Jenna must have realized why within a few moments of him 
doing so. Regardless of the fact that they were both world- 
experienced adults, they were still rendered speechless 
when it came to commemorating a momentous occasion. 


"I'm out of ideas," the redhead said, shrinking slightly in 
defeat. "Do you want to try?" 


"I'm no better at this than you are," Jenna stated in a slightly 
timid fashion. 


At this rate it didn't look as though the flame users were 
ever going to enter the house. Garet was slightly thankful 
that the home was not in the heart of the village, as the 
current situation would probably garner a few stares from 
confused onlookers. Especially since there was a constant 
chilly breeze encircling New Vale, one would have to wonder 
why the two people who least enjoyed cold temperatures 
would choose to stand in front of their house instead of 
going inside. 


Before Garet could simply suggest stepping in and 
continuing this on the other side of the door, Jenna shut her 


eyes and took a deep breath. Exhaling out any nerves, the 
brunette reopened her eyes and looked up at him, her 
unsure expression melting into a relaxed smile. 


"This is one of the first times in years I'll be able to rely on 
someone else to take care of me. | was alone for three years, 
then | was kidnapped, and when we got back | was probably 
taking care of my parents more than they were of me. 
There've been some rough times in between too, but I want 
to be able to allow myself to be helped. | know that we're 
going to have arguments and disagreements in the future, 
but from now on we're in each other's care. I'm going to be 
there for you whenever you need me and l'm going to rely 
on you when I need you. | don't Know what life has in store 
for us, but | think we can get through it as long as we're 
together. So let's do our best, okay?" 


Garet blinked and stared at his smiling girlfriend in awe. For 
someone who didn't know what to say, she certainly gave an 
appropriate little soeech. He might have even been blushing 
from just how heartfelt her words were, and it was right then 
that he truly knew that this was the woman he would marry. 
When he was able to regain control of his senses, the 
redhead grinned widely at her and bent down to kiss her on 
the lips. This one action conveyed his feelings far better 
than any more failed commemorative words could even 

hope to. 


"And do you know the first thing we're going to do inside?" 
Jenna giggled as their lips parted. 


"| don't; please enlighten me," he chuckled. 


"I'll give you a hint: we're going to be stripping something 
off." 


"Oh, | like where this is going." 


"Me too. | actually /ove where this is going. Do you want to 
know why?" 


"Do | ever." 


“Because the first thing we're going to be stripping off is 
that stupid moustache of yours." 


Garet let out a sigh as he lowered his tense muscles into the 
steaming bathwater before him. He had already been back 
home for about a week, but his body had grown surprisingly 
lax from being away for so long. Consequently, he was now 
re-experiencing the aches and pains of continuously working 
at the smithy from dawn 'til dusk. 


He shut his eyes and blew some bubbles as his lips 
submerged just below the surface of the water. The warmth 
felt good on his hairless upper lip, and he habitually rubbed 
at the naked spot where his moustache had been up until 
Jenna forcibly shaved it off of him. Had she not managed to 
Shave off a substantial amount from one side in their 
struggle, he would have just evened the other side out; 
instead, he reluctantly got rid of it all so that he would not 
look stupid. Needless to say, Jenna was awfully pleased and 
would do whatever it took to keep him from growing it back. 


"Garet, did you forget a towel again?" Jenna's voice called in 
from the other side of the door. 


Winking one eye open, he glanced to the spot where he'd 
dropped his clothes on the ground. After a quick scan of the 
bathroom, he could confirm that he did indeed forget a 
towel. 


"Heh, yeah, my bad," he said after sitting up. "Mind 
grabbing me one?" 


"Sure," she answered, seemingly untroubled by his 
response. "I was about to fold the laundry so | figured I'd 
check." 


"Thanks." 


After her footsteps faded out of hearing range, Garet sank 
back into the soothing waters, once again shutting his eyes 
in relaxation. 


He couldn't help but think that the more exchanges they 
had like that one, the more it felt like they were a married 
couple. Of course, they were on their way there already, but 
it was as though they had skipped a step and were already 
at that point from the moment they first started living 
together. Contrary to how he believed things would have 
gone, the two of them had gotten settled fairly quickly, with 
only that very first day being a bit nerve-wracking. 


So now the only issue was when to actually pop the 
question. 


It wasn't something Garet was stressing over much at this 
point in his life and relationship with Jenna. He still wasn't 
entirely sure why or how the subject had cropped up with 
both Isaac and Sheba on separate occasions, but for now the 
Mars adept simply wanted to focus on having a steady life 
with her before he officially took their relationship to the 
next level. Jenna also wasn't giving him the impression that 
she desperately wanted to get married right away, so he 
knew that he at least had some time. 


That seemed to be the most prudent issue, however: the 
timing. Regardless of the fact that neither of them were 


jumping at the prospect of tying the knot right now, Garet 
knew that the longer he waited, the more pressure there 
would be. He was quite aware of his own personality-reading 
Capabilities, or rather his deficiency when it came to doing 
so, and unfortunately he knew that he would probably have 
a hard time knowing if Jenna was becoming more anxious as 
the years went by. When it came to problems involving 
people that weren't him, Garet could almost always pick up 
on any subtle changes in Jenna's personality, but for 
whatever reason that didn't seem to work if it did involve 
him. 


Before any more thoughts could cross his mind, Garet's eyes 
shot open as the sound of the door opening met his ears. 
The water splashed around a bit as he floundered into a 
regular sitting position. 


“"Heehee, relax," Jenna said, waving a folded towel through 
the slightly cracked doorway. "I'm just putting this on the 
ground here and I'll be on my way." 


"O-Oh, right, then." 


He watched her lay the towel down and could practically see 
the smirk on her face from behind the door as she added, 
"Besides, it's not like I've never seen you naked before." 


She didn't give him a chance to ask when. It only took a few 
minutes to realize that she had seen him naked a few years 
back after the whole incident with Isaac began. He figured 
that it was better that she hadn't stayed to let him ask about 
it, as that was still a darker part of their past, despite the 
fact that everything was settled now. 


After soaking in the water for what he guessed was around 
half an hour, Garet reluctantly emerged from the bathtub 
and hastily wrapped his chilled body in the towel. Only 


spending a moment to wipe the water from his goosebump- 
covered skin, he threw on his clothes and headed into the 
room where Jenna was just about to finish folding the last 
article of clothing. 


"Done already?" she asked as he sank into the couch. 


"Mm," he said with a nod. "I'll put this stuff away for you, so 
you can go take your turn." 


"Haha, thanks, but I'll put it away first. Gods only know 
where any of this laundry will end up if | let you do it." 


"Hey, I'm not that incompetent at household chores. | did 
have to do this stuff on my own before you started living 
here." 


"Yes, you did, and how many of your nice, white shirts did 
you turn pink again?" 


Garet narrowed his eyes at her teasing grin, but the two 
soon broke into a small chorus of lighthearted chortles. Once 
they had settled down, Jenna stood with the basket of folded 
laundry and sent a soft smile his way before heading off to 
put it back where it belonged. 


The hearth burning before him, the calmness of his 
unstressed mind, and the joy of laughing playfully with the 
woman he loved were more than enough to set Garet at 
ease. This was the life he had yearned for, and if things 
could continue on like this, then he would gladly continue 
down the path that fate had decided for him. 


"Enjoy your twenties, Tyrell," Tyrell mumbled, recounting 
words his father had once spoken to him. "It's a rare time 
when people will treat you like an adult but you can be 
forgiven for not acting like one. Do what makes you happy, 
but make sure you settle down towards the end of that time 
in your life. Can't keep being a troublemaker once you're 
thirty." 


The young Mars adept was currently helping Karis' mother 
at her lab. Karis herself was too busy helping Ivan out with 
one of his trickier creations, and neither were able to step 
away to assist. Thankfully for Tyrell, she mostly needed 
some muscle and a pair of helping hands as opposed to 
someone who actually understood all the intricacies of 
whatever it was she was studying. If that had been the case, 
the redhead was certain he would be absolutely no help 
whatsoever. 


"Did Garet really say that to you?" Sam asked as she 
dropped a psynergy stone shard into an empty beaker. 


"Huh?" Tyrell was surprised that she heard him, though it 
really didn't matter if she had or not. "Oh, yeah, he did. | 
think I was only ten, so the idea of even turning twice my 
age wasn't really a concern at the time." 


"Hmm," the woman hummed as she poured a sizzling liquid 
into the beaker. "I suppose | didn't meet Garet until | was 
twenty-two-ish, which means he was probably about twenty- 
four. Hehe, if it means anything, he definitely took his own 
advice during that time in his life." 


Tyrell smirked, having heard tales of how much trouble 
Garet could be when he was a younger man. It was 
apparent that he had, indeed, taken his own advice and 
straightened out at some point, as the image Tyrell had 


always had of his father was that he was a fairly serious, 
though sometimes clumsy, person. 


"He probably still looked my age when you met him then," 
Tyrell mused, handing a clipboard to Sam. 


She nodded and jotted down some things before lifting her 
safety goggles and facing him. "Not only that; you look 
almost exactly like he did when | first met him. The only 
difference was that his hair was a lot taller and I always 
thought he had kind of a baby face without the moustache." 


"Glad to know I don't have that baby face problem," he 
chuckled. "Hey, now that I think about it, when you're out 
with Ivan do you guys ever get any...weird looks from 
people?" 


The scientist cocked her head to the side, her bluish-green 
ponytail flopping along with it. "Weird looks? What makes 
you ask?" 


Tyrell scratched the back of his head sheepishly as he tried 
to think of the most sensitive way to go about asking such a 
question. 


"Well, you know how, like...the Warriors of Vale don't age 
properly, right?" 


"Of course. Wish I had a handy power like that." 


"Hehe, well, | was just wondering... Not that you've aged 
poorly or anything; in fact, I'd hardly say you look a day over 
thirty-five... thirty-three | mean!" 


Sam's curious look soon began to bubble into an amused 
smile as she seemingly pieced together what Tyrell was 
starting to hint at. 


"No need to flatter me, Tyrell, l'm quite aware of how old I 
look, and considering I'm getting close to fifty it's only 
natural." He couldn't continue to match her gaze, allowing 
her to continue as he looked downwards. "Anyway, you're 
wondering if | get any odd looks because Ivan looks closer 
to my daughter's age? Honestly, with his baby looks he 
could pass for my son even." 


"/ just figured it might be strange to see, even for people 
that have known Ivan for a long time and understand the 
circumstances." 


Sam chuckled again and sat into a rolling chair, which she 
wheeled over to another table to check on a different 
experiment she had left overnight. "To tell the truth, I've 
never bothered to check if we've been getting weird looks. 
Even if we had noticed people staring, Ivan and I are both 
pretty thick-skinned when it comes to this sort of stuff. Kind 
of have to be when you're related to the ruler of Kalay, 
y'know?" 


"Makes sense." When he thought about it logically, it wasn't 
as though Ivan and Sam were going out and committing 
erroneous public displays of affection, so the odd looks 
would only occur if the two of them were holding hands or 
something of the sort. 


"I bet you're wondering if there was anything interesting 
about your dad when I met him." 


"D-Did you read my mind?" 


Sam laughed and spun around to face him again. "Come on, 
you know | can't do any fancy tricks like you adepts can. | 
just assumed you wouldn't be asking unless it had 
something to do with that book Garet left you." 


While it was true that Sam's name had only been brought 
up maybe once or twice up to the point Tyrell had reached in 
the book, his idle curiosity was honestly more about 
discovering as much about his father from the perspectives 
of others. There was only so much he could learn by reading 
from Garet's perspective, so to get a full understanding of it 
all, Tyrell would need to hear stories from as many people as 
possible. 


"Let's see now," she said, casually crossing her leg over the 
other as she leaned back in her seat. "The first time | met 
Garet..." 


"Isaac, Mia, over here!" 


Jenna waved her arm wildly above her head to the Imilians. 
Upon noticing them, the bi-elemental couple waved back 
and made their way down Kalay's brick-paved streets toward 
the café they were seated at. 


It had been a little over two years since the last time 
everyone had gotten together, and the mild spring weather 
was a welcome sign compared to the frigid winter winds of 
the previous reunion. Somewhat expectedly, though still to 
their disappointment, a few of the original Warriors of Vale 
were too busy to make it this time around, specifically Felix, 
Sheba, and Piers. 


"Hey, it's been a while," Isaac greeted, shaking Garet's hand 
firmly. 


"Yeah, last time the two of you were around these parts was 
to visit your parents. How long ago was that?" 


"About a year, | think." 
"Time sure flies, eh?" 


"Hah, you can say that again. Looks like it went by so 
quickly that you couldn't regrow your moustache, too." 


Garet rubbed at the bare spot under his nostrils in 
annoyance as his best friend laughed and greeted Jenna. 


“"Heehee, looks like Jenna still has you on a tight grooming 
leash," Mia giggled as she hugged him in greeting. 


"I wish she'd take some pointers from you," Garet chuckled 
dryly. "You don't seem to have a problem with Isaac's facial 
hair." 


"Mm, | think it makes him look more manly and mature. You 
two and Ivan all have baby faces, so you kind of need to 
compensate with something." 


"That's what the moustache is for!" 


"Heehee, personally | think you'd look better if you grew a 
beard with the moustache so that you at least look 
complete." 


Garet grumbled something about beards making his chin 
itchy but left it at that. Maybe he would take Mia's advice if 
only so that he could defy the mandatory weekly 
moustache-shaving that Jenna had implemented for him. 


While they waited for Ivan and his unknown girlfriend to 
show up, the four old friends had the chance to catch up on 
what had gone on in the past year since seeing each other 
last. Garet found it amusing just how different both couples 
lived out their lives, noticing that Isaac and Mia were 


sticking to traditional morals much more conservatively than 
he and Jenna were. Though neither couple had done 
anything in bed besides sleeping, the Imilians were much 
more secretive about even that. In fairness, the two of them 
had a fairly idolized status in the wintry village, so 
protecting their image was a necessity. 


"I still can't believe we've never met Ivan's girlfriend," Garet 
segued during a break in the conversation. "I mean, you two 
are too far away to get much of a chance, but he and | have 
to travel back and forth between New Vale and Kalay often 
enough that | figured | would've met her by now." 


"You don't think she's made up, do you?" Isaac joked. 
"Maybe that's why he's late." 


"Actually," a familiar voice resonated inside all of their 
heads, "I'm late because | had a few things to take care of 
before heading over here." 


The four aimlessly looked around until they saw Ivan 
walking towards the café with what appeared to be an older 
woman at his side. She was tall, slender, and her bluish- 
green hair seemed to shine in the sun as it rested gently ina 
ponytail over her shoulder. Her white sundress billowed as a 
gentle breeze blew by, and she gracefully held it down ina 
way that didn't make her look even the slightest bit 
troubled. By comparison, Ivan looked like a stocky, poorly 
dressed geek. 


"No. Freaking. Way," Isaac, Garet, and Jenna all said in 
unison. 


"Guys," Ivan said smugly as he and the woman stood before 
the table of shocked adepts, "this is Samantha, my 
girlfriend. Sam, this is Garet, Jenna, Isaac, and Mia." 


"Nice to meet you! Ivan's told me all about you guys!" the 
woman's voice bubbled forth as she shook each of their 
hands. Garet did what he could not to let his jaw drop, and 
he was thankful that Jenna seemed to be just as 
flabbergasted as he was or she likely would have whacked 
him for gawking. 


"| hope you don't mind me saying, but you all look really 
young," Sam continued, seeing as they all seemed to be 
rendered speechless. "I know Ivan explained the whole thing 
to me, but seeing you all like this really makes me feel like 
the old one here, which is funny because I'm actually 
younger than Ivan." 


Again, no one could say anything, as they all tried to wrap 
their head around the fact that this beautiful woman was 
actually younger than all of them. Sure, Garet had come to 
realize that the Warriors of Vale didn't quite look their age, 
but he was certain that Sam was at the very least the same 
age as he was. 


"A-Ahem," Mia cleared her throat shakily as lvan and Sam 
took their seats. She seemed to be the least shocked by this 
whole situation, though she was still visibly surprised by it. 
"If you don't mind my asking, Samantha, how did you and 
Ivan meet? Considering he still looks a bit like a teenager, 
he must have made quite the impression on you." 


"Oh, you can just call me Sam," the bubbly non-adept 
twittered. "How we met, huh? Haha, well, he definitely made 
an impression, but | don't know if it was a very good one. 


"I'm a geology student at the university here, specifically for 
the psynergy stones that started popping up after Mt. Aleph 
erupted seven years ago. | won't bore you with the details of 
what | was doing, but basically | was bringing a tray of them 


to a different lab when Ivan bumped into me going around 
the corner. He apologized and offered to help me pick them 
all up but he somehow managed to touch every single stone 
| had and absorbed their power. I'm sure you all know, but 
psynergy stones disappear after an adept has taken in their 
power. After that, well, we kept seeing each other 
everywhere until he eventually asked me out." 


"Smooth moves," Isaac laughed, sounding as though he had 
already heard this story before. "I bet Ivan started stalking 
you after that incident and that's why you kept seeing each 
other." 


"Hey, | wouldn't call it stalking; | just kept an eye open for 
her and showed up at every opportune moment," the Jupiter 
adept chuckled. 


“Just be thankful that worked as well as it did," Jenna 
laughed. "If Garet had done something like that to me, | 
probably would have freaked at him." 


"Except that we've been friends forever so | wouldn't need 
to be so sneaky about it," Garet chimed in. 


“Heehee, | guess it's the only method shy types know," Mia 
added as well. "I used a similar tactic on Isaac, though it 
didn't really work out as well since we had saving Weyard as 
our first priority." 


"Well, it worked to some extent, seeing as you're together 
now," Sam laughed again. "Anyway, we should order 
something or the owner's going to think we're loitering. Not 
to sound brusque but | could really use a drink right now: a 
nice tall glass of ale would probably hit the spot." 


Garet couldn't keep his jaw from dropping that time, and he 
was promptly punished by palm of Jenna's hand. 


"Ehehe, so, as you might imagine, my first impression of 
Garet was that he was a loveable goofball, not too different 
from the majority of guys out there." 


Tyrell chuckled lightly as he tried to imagine such a situation 
taking place. Considering just how alike Sam and Karis 
looked, it was hard not to picture Karis acting all bubbly like 
her mother would. Of course, Karis was not nearly as 
easygoing as either of her parents were, which made Tyrell 
wonder where she had inherited her signature mean streak. 


"| was a nervous wreck that day though," Sam chuckled. 
“Ivan had already met my friends sporadically throughout 
the time we'd known each other, but the only way I could 
meet his was for some kind of formal introduction to 
happen." 


"Heh, it sounds like things went alright, though. From what 
I've heard, they were pretty impressed by you and even 
more impressed that Ivan had ended up with a girl way out 
of his league." 


"Haha, he just needed to grow out of his teenager look. If he 
looked the way he does now when I met him, well, | don't 
think he would've had any problems meeting a girl twice- 
no, three times as attractive as everyone says | was." 


Tyrell blushed at the comment, as the image of Karis flashed 
in his mind again. Admittedly she was one of the most 
attractive girls he knew, and since she clearly got her looks 
from her mother, he couldn't even picture someone being 
twice or three times better-looking. 


"Anyway, back on the topic of your dad; | guess out of all 
Ivan's friends, Garet was the one I got to know the best, if 
only because he had to travel to Kalay at least once a 
month on business. Ivan was still living in Hammet's palace, 
so Garet would usually stay there for about a week or so 
before heading back to New Vale. On a separate note, you 
have no idea how intimidated | was when Ivan first invited 
me over to his place, only to tell me he was Hammet's 
adopted son as we were walking through the palace doors! " 


"Did your impression my dad change, then? | mean, if you 
got to see him once a month, he couldn't stay the loveable 
goofball forever." 


"Mm, the only thing | can think of that he was ever really 
serious about was Jenna. He took his work seriously too, but 
that was mostly because he wanted to do whatever he 
could to support her." 


Tyrell was silent fora moment. "You know, even though I've 
been reading and hearing all about it, it still weirds me out a 
bit whenever | hear about how devoted Dad was to Jenna." 


Sam smiled understandingly and stretched her arms over 
her head. "I can't really blame you for feeling that way. The 
problem with how serious he was about Jenna was that life 
really took its toll on him when it all came crashing down. 
Maybe I'm supposed to let you read about it yourself, but I'd 
be remiss if | didn't mention one more person that came into 
your dad's life at possibly one of the most inopportune 
times." 


"Hey, welcome back, Garet!" 


"Hey, Sam. Business as usual," he greeted upon passing 
through the gate, pointing to the goods in the cart he was 
riding on. "I still think Kyle should hire someone to do this 
instead of sending me off every time." 


"Aw, but then we wouldn't be able to see you." 


"Heh, | guess that's true, but | feel bad for leaving Jen alone 
this often, y'know?" 


From the look of it Sam appeared not to be doing anything 
in particular, so Garet offered her a ride into the heart of 
town where he was headed to the marketplace as per usual. 


Five months had passed since the most recent reunion, and 
Garet had been travelling back and forth between New Vale 
and Kalay fairly frequently on business trips for the past few 
years. Considering that his hometown had little use for 
weapons and did not have a large enough population to 
need a constant flow of tools, it became necessary for Kyle to 
take special orders from Kalay and to send Garet on regular 
business trips as a travelling merchant. Despite his gripes, 
Garet knew that the only more economic measure that could 
be taken would be for Kyle to move here, and that wasn't 
exactly ideal for an aging man with a somewhat sickly wife. 


Arriving in the market square, Garet headed straight for the 
weapons dealer, exchanging the specially ordered goods 
before setting up his own stand beside the actual shop. He 
wasn't expecting too much business on the first day here, 
but Kyle's handiwork had been growing in popularity over 
the past few years. 


“Thanks for the hand," he said to Sam once the stand was 
finished getting prepared. "Would you mind taking the horse 
and cart up to the palace for me? If you give this letter to 
the guard, he'll let you in without a problem." 


"Sure," she said, taking the hastily scribbled letter from him. 
"I'll see you later, then!" 


For the next few hours, the redhead unenthusiastically 
manned the stand, only selling the odd tool every once ina 
while. The summer heat was sweltering today, and despite 
being fairly tolerant of hot weather, Garet couldn't stop the 
constant flow of sweat that cascaded down his face. Even 
after the weapon's dealer brought out a large sun umbrella 
for him to take refuge beneath, the air itself seemed to sizzle 
on his skin. 


"Hoo, this heat is something else, eh, sonny?" the bald seller 
whistled. "Might need to take my break early today." 


"| don't blame you," Garet sighed, fanning the thin shirt 
against his torso. "Want me to watch your shop while you're 
off?" 


“Thanks but that's alright. My daughter's been helping out 

at the item shop every now and then, so she should be able 
to watch this spot while | cool down for a bit, maybe bathe 

off some o' this sweat, eh?" 


The bald man disappeared inside as he wiped his face with 
the clean side of a rag. Only a few moments after, a pretty 
girl with long brown hair emerged from inside. She 
exchanged a few words with her father at the doorway 
before turning towards Garet and smiling. Though the heat 
had probably already reddened his cheeks, Garet couldn't 
help but feel a bit bashful as the girl got closer to him. She 
looked about the same age as Sam, though she somehow 
managed to give off the impression that she was younger 
than him, unlike Ivan's girlfriend. 


"Hi," she said sweetly to the embarrassed redhead. "My dad 
said that if | have any questions | could ask you for help." 


Garet felt stupid for feeling the way he did right now, and he 
suspected that it had to be the heat getting to his head. 
Then again, seeing as she wasn't wearing much clothing, his 
embarrassment wasn't completely unfounded. 


"Y-Yeah, no problem," he stammered dumbly. 


"I'll be in your care, then," she said, extending her hand for 
him to shake. He took it somewhat shakily, hoping that his 
hand wasn't too clammy. 


"I'm Garet, by the way," he said scratching the back of his 
neck when they released each other's hand. 


"Oh, where are my manners?" she giggled and bopped 
herself on the head. "I didn't even tell you my name. Some 
shopkeeper | am, huh? Heehee." 


She cleared her throat and that feeling of slight unease 
returned to him as she looked right at him with her 
mesmerizing blue eyes, the likes of which he had never seen 
before. 


"It's nice to meet you, Garet, my name's Roxanne. | usually 
work at the item shop but I'll probably be helping out my 
dad pretty often. He's not getting any younger, after all." 


Garet gave a dry chuckle to her comment and repeated her 
name. "Roxanne? Got it, | look forward to working with you." 


"Hmm, you know, | thought you were older, but now that | 
look at you up close, you're pretty young, aren't you, 
Garet?" 


"Heh, | get that more often than you'd think. I'm actually 
twenty-four." 


"Oh wow, and here | thought you were younger than me!" 
she exclaimed. "Who'd have thought that I'm actually the 
junior here?" 


She paused for a moment and took on a thinking pose. 
When she was done pondering, she beamed at him with 
those incredible eyes of hers again and said in a sweet 
voice: 


"Roxanne sounds funny if we're familiar with each other. | 
know we just met, but we'll probably end up working with 
each other every month since that's when you're here." 


Garet glanced back and forth a couple of times, somewhat 
unsure of what she was saying. "Um, okay, so what should | 
call you?" 


With a heart-melting giggle, the brunette twirled around as 
a customer began browsing the goods on the counter. 
Sending a quick glance and a wink to Garet over her 
shoulder, she said something that he would not forget for 
the rest of his life. 


"Call me Roxy." 


All right, both OCs have officially entered the story! | know 
Sam already showed up at the beginning but this was like 
her first real initiation. Just to be clear in case OCs area 
turn-off for anyone reading, these are the only two that'll be 
in the story, and while they don't exactly have huge roles, 
they both do have a purpose in this story, particularly Roxy 
in this case. If you've read WiH, you'll know exactly what I'm 
talking about and for those wondering, yes, this will go more 
in-depth about what happened than what was glazed over in 
that story. To anyone who hasn't read WiH, the end of this 
chapter isn't nearly as abrupt as it might come across. 


Anyway, | had some trouble writing this chapter, mostly 
because it was hard to think of things to actually write 
about. | honestly didn't even plan on focusing the chapter so 
much on Sam and Roxy, but it just kind of ended up that 
way. I'm pretty content with the way it ended up, though it's 
definitely not my most coherent chapter ever written. Still, it 
is what it is. 


As a quick reminder, in case you somehow missed it while 
reading the chapter, Sam is Ivan's wife/Karis' mother and 
she basically looks like Karis with bluish-green hair. 


Aw, no reviews :( | know that GS is pretty much a dead 
fandom but | was hoping to get at least one per chapter. 
Then again, I'm still pretty amazed by the popularity WiH 
got so it's probably because of that that | was expecting a 
similar response for this. Oh well, hopefully it'll pick up. 


Thanks for reading and please review! Less reviews typically 
means slower updates (and my updates are bad enough as it 
is right now...) 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 14*: Karmic Balance 


| honestly have no idea how many people are 
reading/following along with this story, but rejoice! If you've 
seen my profile recently, you'll probably have noticed the 
attention headline | wrote to say that I'm only going to be 
writing one multi-chap at a time until the three I'm currently 
writing have been completed. | would have liked to have 
kept on writing all three, but it was getting way too hectic 
and | wasn't getting much done for any of them. In short, 
what I'm saying is that this is the first story that's going to 
be completed of the three of them, and I'm hoping to have it 
finished by the end of summer, so mid-late September at the 
latest. Shouldn't be too difficult since all the base work is in 
WiH, so as long as I| can keep motivated, it should be pretty 
feasible. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Karmic Balance 


"Huh? Girl troubles?" His attention stolen for a moment, 
Garet only barely managed to miss crushing his hand as his 
hammer crashed down upon the red-hot metal. "Heh, you're 
already fifteen, you don't need my help." 


"C'mon, Garet," Aaron complained as he weaved some 
leather armour together. "Aren't you supposed to do this 
kind of stuff out of obligation? You know, as my older brother 
who's already in a relationship?" 


The older adept grinned, feeling as though his younger 
brother was treating him like a superior for once in his life. 


"Haha, well, I'm not sure I'm the best advice-giver," Garet 
laughed. "Did you try asking Kyle? | mean, you can't right 
now since he's out, but you can when he gets back." 


"| already tried on one of your days off; he just said | should 
ask you." 


"Huh, strange advice coming from him... And Kay?" 


Both brothers broke out in a fit of laughter at the mere 
thought of bringing up such an issue with their sister. Just 
after Garet's twenty-sixth birthday a few months ago she 
suddenly became depressed, and when asked why she was 
acting so strange they could only infer from her sobs that it 
was because she would be turning thirty this year and still 
had yet to find a boyfriend, let alone make some actual 
friends that were more than mere acquaintances. Knowing 
that her experience in romance equated to essentially 
nothing meant that neither would even consider going to 
her when it came to these kinds of situations. 


"Maybe | should go on a crazy journey like you did," Aaron 
sighed and hung the finished armour on a display stand. "All 
of you guys came back and met people you like." 


With the head of the tool finished shaping, Garet stuck it 
with the rest of the mostly finished tools and took a seat at 
the counter. "You realize that Isaac and | didn't leave to go 
exploring and have fun, right? Besides, even if you did 
leave, you'd have to quit your job here, and that wouldn't 
look good on me since | got you the job just last month." He 
paused for a moment before something else struck him. 
"And didn't you say you were already having girl troubles? 


Doesn't that mean you already have some chick you're 
interested in?" 


Aaron tensed up visibly and sat on the stool at the other end 
of the counter. "W-Well, yeah, but that's...none of your 
concern anymore since you aren't helping me!" 


Garet laughed loudly, ignoring the polishing brush his 
brother threw at him in annoyance. Considering the other 
kids that Aaron tended to spend his time with, Garet 
doubted that any "romantic" issues would go beyond a love 
triangle. Glancing at his younger brother, Garet doubted 
that Aaron would have much trouble when it came to finding 
a girlfriend. Between the two of them, Aaron was a more 
attractive fifteen-year-old than he had been, and he hung 
around with enough girls that it seemed unlikely that not 
even one of them liked him. Garet thanked the gods that 
Jenna and himself were already in a steady relationship; this 
thought of how well off his younger brother was in 
comparison would undoubtedly have made him jealous had 
things not gone this smoothly with her. 


The bell above the door jingled as someone stepped into the 
shop. 


"Welcome!" Aaron greeted, losing the annoyed tone in his 
voice from a moment ago. "Oh, hi, Jenna." 


"Haha, you don't sound too happy to see me," the brunette 
giggled and stepped up to the counter where Garet was. 


"Yeah, well, stupid Garet won't help me out..." 


"Is that so?" Jenna eyed Garet teasingly and held the paper 
bag she'd brought in just out of his reach. "Maybe stupid 
Garet won't get his lunch unless he treats his siblings a little 
nicer, hmm?" 


"What?! Oh, come on, Jen! | can't possibly be nice to Kay - 
you know that - but Aaron's asking me about girl troubles! 
I'd probably make things worse if he listened to me!" 


"Girl troubles?!" Jenna quickly forgot about her threat and 
flung the bag into the air in Garet's general direction before 
rushing over to where Aaron was standing. Cupping her 
hands tightly on the unsuspecting boy's cheeks, Jenna 
giggled like a proud older sister. "Aww, baby Aaron's all 
grown up! Girl troubles, though? Ooh, who is it; who are you 
crushing on? Is it Jane? Sarah? Lucy? Or maybe it's Diana... 
hehe, don't worry, | know she's the baker's daughter but | 
won't tell him if you need to keep it a secret." 


Garet could only watch in amusement as his girlfriend 
smothered his brother over his supposed girl troubles. At the 
rate it was going, Aaron would not even be able to speak 
with Jenna's endless questions. With a grin on his face, Garet 
bit into his lunch and pretended to ignore the pleading look 
his brother was sending his way. 


Jenna did not end up staying for long, as she too had work to 
get back to. Waving to them as the door shut behind her, 
Aaron collapsed onto his stool and let out an incredible sigh. 


"Heh, what's the matter, kiddo?" Garet chuckled and tossed 
the paper bag into the furnace. "Didn't you say you needed 
someone to talk about girl problems with? I'd say you just 
found your person." 


Aaron glared at the older man and laid his upper body on 
the counter. "Ugh, it's one thing that you aren't invested 
enough to help me out, but Jenna's way too invested in it. 
What's her deal, anyway?" 


"Deal? Pretty sure Jen's always been that way. It's not like 
Felix was ever concerned about this kind of stuff, and even if 


he was, he would never go to her about it. She's probably 
just excited to have a younger sibling to gossip with." 


“Except that I'm not trying to start gossip..." The younger 
Mars adept perked his head up a moment after and blinked 
at Garet. "Wait, younger sibling? Did you propose to her or 
something?" 


"Guh-" Garet made an odd sound as the question struck him 
like an arrow. He and Jenna had been together for roughly 
seven years now, and though the prospect of taking the 
ultimate next step with her was constantly on his mind, he'd 
yet to build up the nerve to actually doing such a thing. 
From what he could tell, and based off of what he'd heard 
from some of the other villagers, Jenna wasn't exactly 
pushing for him to propose, so his incentive was still just the 
same as it had always been. Despite this, most of their 
friends and family questioned why the two had not yet 
sealed the deal. 


"I'm guessing that means no," Aaron said with an overly sly 
tone in his voice. "I don't get why you're hesitating. Pretty 
soon she's gonna think you're just leading her along to 
nowhere." 


"C-Come on, you know she isn't like that!" 


"True, but | get the feeling that even she might start getting 
anxious about it the closer you get to a ten-year anniversary. 
If | were a girl, | probably would." 


",..Weren't you asking me for romantic advice earlier?" 


Aaron laughed, having successfully turned the tables on 
Garet. "Hah, well, considering that your relationship doesn't 
seem to be going anywhere, | should have realized that 
asking you was a dumb idea to begin with." 


"Why you-" 


"What's the big deal, anyway? Marriage is just a title, isn't 
it? Like, neither of you are going to start cheating on the 
other, so becoming husband and wife doesn't really seem 
like much of anything." 


Garet paused, flicking away some of the sweat beads that 
had formed on his temple. "It's...more complicated than 
that. Y-You're a teenager, so you should know what...married 
couples do that...y'know, not married couples...don't..." 


Aaron raised an eyebrow at his brother. "What non-married 
couples don't do, or what non-married couples shouldn't 
do?" 


"..." Garet could feel the sweat beads start forming more 
intensely, and he forced himself to look anywhere but at 
Aaron's face. 


"You guys aren't the most conservative couple on Weyard, 
Garet. Are you trying to convince me that you haven't done 
it with Jen-" 


"I can't talk about that kind of stuff with my little brother, 
alright?!" 


The room was silent as Garet averted his gaze from the 
younger redhead. Aaron wasn't a child, so the idea of 
discussing sex was fine, if not a bit awkward. Thanks to that 
outburst, however, he had basically answered the question. 
No one, save some of the older generation and conservative 
religious figures, would have any issues with pre-marital 
relations of this sort, but it was not something Garet liked to 
talk about if he could avoid it. There was also the fact that 
he and Jenna were supposed to be looked up to as saviours 


of the world knighted by the Great Healer of Vale. Such an 
image of adultery could stain their reputations. 


"| didn't actually want you to discuss anything," Aaron 
mumbled somewhat apologetically. "I'm just saying that 
since you guys have already gotten that far, marriage is just 
a title thing. Nothing will change after your married unless 
you decide to start having kids right away." 


"Ugh..." Garet's head spun at the very idea of starting a 
family and taking care of children. Sure, he was twenty-six 
now, and this was typically the age when people started 
getting married and having kids, but those kinds of things 
still felt like they were light-years away from him. 


"Anyway, we're getting off-topic. I'm not going to ask Jenna 
for help with my problems, so you're just gonna have to bear 
with me. Basically, out of the girls | hang out with..." 


Garet found himself wide awake as he laid in bed that night. 
Luna's light filtered in through the window, illuminating the 
room just enough to allow for visibility. Jenna's soft breaths 
provided the only noticeable sound, and her arm rested 
gently on his shirtless torso. 


Though he had discussed marriage with other people before, 
this was the first time a conversation had kept him up at 
night. Perhaps it was due to the fact that even his teenage 
brother was telling him to get a move on, but Garet could 
not say for sure why this particular conversation was causing 
a bout of insomnia. Whatever the case, he felt it would be of 
little use to continue lying here in an attempt to fall asleep, 
more so due to the fact that he did not even have his eyes 
closed. 


Carefully moving Jenna's arm off of his body, the redhead 
quietly slid out of the bed and tried to stealthily leave the 
room. Of course, Garet was never exactly known for his 
stealth, so the creaks and bumps that occurred as he made 
his way to the door were somewhat inevitable. Safely having 
made it through the doorway without waking Jenna, he 
quickly grabbed a light jacket and stepped outside. 


The cool, spring air was a comfortable temperature on his 
skin, and the Mars adept took a deep breath of the clear 
atmosphere. Without any specific destination in mind, he 
began to walk into town, hoping only that doing this might 
tire him out enough to fall asleep. 


"Rather late for an evening stroll, don't you think?" a 
feminine voice echoed in his head. Moments later, a red 
light flashed before his eyes, revealing one of his djinn as it 
floated at eye level. 


"Can't sleep," Garet muttered so not to disturb any of the 
sleeping townsfolk. "What about you, Fever? Don't djinn 
ever sleep in that place you disappear to?" 


"1 don't think calling it sleep is accurate. It's more akin to... 
active resting. However, it's not the simplest state to 
maintain when our master's mind is working at full 
Capacity." 


"Heh, my bad. Don't suppose you could provide me with any 
advice if | told you what it was about, huh?" 


Fever bobbed up and down in what Garet could only guess 
was supposed to be some kind of shrugging equivalent for 
beings that lacked shoulders. “From what I've managed to 
gather from Flint's reports, he has an exceedingly difficult 
time helping Isaac out with his problems due to the fact that 
human emotions are beyond our total comprehension." 


Garet let out a breathy chuckle as he sat on a scenic bench 
overlooking the empty marketplace. "Beyond 

comprehension... Don't you have some degree of emotions 
though? You're one of the more reserved ones, but most of 
the Mars djinn we've met are pretty spastic and explosive." 


"/ suppose that has more to do with our age than anything 
else; the younger generation tends to resonate better with 
the idea that you and the others are friends before masters, 
meaning that they can learn from you rather than simply 
obey. Compared to the other Mars djinn I'm probably 
considered fairly old, but when you compare me to all other 
djinn I'm actually quite young. I find it quite amusing that 
Isaac ended up with all the geezers that he did." 


Both of them shared a laugh as the images of Isaac's rather 
reserved djinn crossed their minds. Garet's understanding of 
djinn lore and the like was quite limited, but he could tell, 
especially with some of the eldest ones like Bane, that most 
of the Venus djinn had to be much older than the majority of 
Mars they had met. 


"So, this problem of yours," Fever spoke softly to his mind, "/ 
may not be able to help much, but I can listen if you need 
someone to open your mind to." 


Garet could feel his smile fall into a small frown as his mind 
drifted back to marriage and the like. If no one else, his djinn 
would not judge him, as their understanding of humans was 
still developing, so speaking freely to Fever should bea 
simple task. Running a hand through his fiery spikes, he 
leaned back lazily on the bench and let out a long sigh. 


"Heh, where should I even begin?" he chortled dryly. "I 
mean, would you even understand what I'm talking about if | 
bring up marriage?" 


Fever paused for a moment before resting on Garet's lap. 
"Marriage, you say? The matrimony of two humans that 
swear monogamy to one another. Though evolutionarily 
limiting, it allows for the two humans to form a deep sense 
of trust in one another." 


Garet blinked before restraining himself from laughing too 
loudly. Taking a moment to catch his breath, the redhead 
simply scratched his head and looked down at his djinni. 


"That's a pretty blunt and emotionless way to put it, but | 
guess | shouldn't have expected any differently from you." 


Somewhat ignoring Fever's confused gesture, Garet sighed 
and leaned back again, lolling his head so that he was 
looking up at the star-filled sky. 


"There's a lot more to marriage than just choosing a partner 
like you made it sound. It means spending the rest of our 
lives together, doing things that we wouldn't normally be 
able to if we were to just continue dating like this. You don't 
really form trust after getting married, either; if anything, 
you get married because the trusting bond has reached its 
maximum, and more importantly it's because both people 
are genuinely in love with each other." 


"/ fail to see the problem, then," Fever voiced flatly. “/ am 
well aware of how close you and Jenna are to each other. | 
don't really understand why you seem so troubled by your 
brother's advice, considering you and Jenna already seem to 
do all the things that a married couple would." 


"So you were listening in on that conversation, eh?" Garet 
scratched his head and wondered just how much his djinn 
knew about him without his prior knowledge. "Well, the 

thing is...| get that our relationship wouldn't change much 
but...it's scary, y'know? Like...at this point in our lives and 


relationship, I'm ninety-nine percent sure she would say yes 
if | proposed, but that doesn't make the actual act of doing it 
any less nerve-wracking. On top of that, | still haven't 
bought a ring or even begun to think of ways to...to 
propose..." 


Again, Fever seemed somewhat unsure of what he was 
implying. "A ring and a method... To be frank, | still don't 
fully understand what the significance of the ring is, nor do I 
know why you feel the need to be elaborate with your 
proposal. Would it be inappropriate to simply ask her to be 
your wife the next time you two are awake together?" 


The djinni's bluntness was not taken in a humourous light 
this time; rather, Garet found himself more in disbelief that 
such a suggestion could be made. While he could not blame 
Fever for not understanding, the mere thought of simply 
asking Jenna to be his wife at breakfast or something similar 
was absolutely out of the question! Proposing in sucha 
ridiculously unloving way would likely result in the one- 
percent chance of her saying no to him, and that was the 
last thing he wanted to hear. 


"/ can't believe you make fun of the Venus geezers when 
you can't even understand the basics of human emotion," a 
younger male voice chuckled in his head. Appearing in a red 
flash just the same way that Fever had, another of Garet's 
djinn, Flash, interrupted the conversation and perched on 
his master's other leg. “Honestly, any woman should know 
that these matters need to be handled with some sort of 
finesse. If Garet were to simply blurt out some crude 
statement about how the two should get married, there's 
just no telling if Jenna would let him get away with it." 


"Oh, and what would you know of a woman's feelings, 
Flash? Besides, we are djinn; we don't even have genders to 


begin with." 


"How rude; even the blindest plebian in the world could tell 
that !amaman simply by the way | speak and act as a 
proper gentleman." 


"You are nota man, nor am I a woman!" 


"Hah, at least we can agree on one thing: a woman you 
most certainly are not!" 


Thanks to Flash's unexpected interruption, the conversation 
had somehow managed to veer off topic as the two djinn 
continued to go back and forth at each other. Though Garet 
had hoped to get some advice, or at the very least have the 
chance to vent a bit, he quickly found his troubles melting 
away as he listened to Fever and Flash go at it. Their silly 
argument was actually proving to cheer him up, and 
drowsiness began to catch up on his now unburdened mind. 
With a yawn, the djinn also seemed to react to his sudden 
ease, as their heated argument gradually lessened in its 
vitality. 


Without so much as a word, Garet slowly got to his feet and 
groggily began making his way back home, chuckling under 
his breath as Fever and Flash's argument created some 
background noise amongst the typical ambience of the 
village. Quietly as he could, he crept into the house and 
tiptoed back into the room where Jenna lay in the same 
position she had been when he left. He could only smile as 
he lay down next to her, examining the smooth features of 
her relaxed face. Shuffling as close as he could without 
disturbing her, Garet shut his eyes and allowed his 
postponed drowsiness to lull him into slumber. 


"That...that bastard!" Garet growled, smashing a fist down 
on the table, which caused everyone's drinks to shake. "I 
can't believe he beat me to it!" 


"Heh, judging from the way he talked about the ring, it 
sounds like Isaac would've proposed around two years ago if 
it hadn't taken so long for it to be forged." Ivan pried the 
Slightly crumpled letter from Garet's clenched fist and 
looked over it once again. 


Both men and Sam were sitting down for dinner and a few 
drinks at a popular tavern in Kalay. Garet would have to 
leave in the morning, and doing this was common when 
either he or Ivan would travel to the other's hometown. On 
most of these occasions, the Mars adept took the 
opportunity to relax, kick back, and let himself go for the 
night, as he would be on the road for almost the entire next 
day, meaning that any residual hangovers would not cause 
any business-related problems. This time, however, Ivan and 
Sam had arrived, bringing along with them a rather peculiar 
note from Isaac, that, after a moment of glancing over, 
revealed that he and Mia were now engaged and had set a 
date for their wedding. 


"Haha, I'm not surprised at all that they're the first of your 
friends to be getting married," Sam laughed and sipped from 
her drink. "They always have seemed like the furthest along 
in their relationship." 


"It wasn't actually a competition, was it, Garet?" Ivan 
snickered. "I mean, even you had to have known they were 
going to be the first ones." 


The redhead grumbled and gulped down what was left in his 
mug. "It wasn't a race or anything. I'm more annoyed that he 
didn't say anything about it when they were in New Vale last 


year. And to think that | even told him about how | was 
stressing about proposing to Jen." 


Ivan and Sam both looked at each other before letting a 
bout of laughter flow forth. When he managed to settle 
down, the blond looked at Garet like he was joking. 


"You can't be serious! We aren't little kids keeping secrets 
from each other; | mean, you're twenty-seven and you're 
hung up on the fact that he didn't say anything about it?" 


“Twenty-six...until next month..." 


"Oh, sorry, but last time | checked twenty-six wasn't exactly 
a childish age." 


The couple's snickers only furthered Garet's irritation, and 
he indulgingly glugged down the full mug of ale that was 
brought to replace his empty mug. 


Despite how he appeared to be feeling on the outside, the 
Mars adept was truly thrilled to bits at the news that his best 
friend was getting married to the woman he was so in love 
with. If he could, he would teleport up to Imil right this 
second to congratulate the two of them. He could not wait to 
get home and bask in the excitement with Jenna; knowing 
her, she was probably at Kyle and Dora's house celebrating 
with them right now. 


And more than anything else, it sourned on his desire to pop 
the question to Jenna. His incentive was now stronger than 
ever, and he had already been forming ideas for how he 
could go about proposing, though he had yet to form a 
conclusive plan. In fact, he had even been bold enough to 
speak with the jewellers the other day, hearing their 
expertise on what sort of ring would be best suited for Jenna. 


"Sam, hey!" a familiar voice called from somewhere behind 
Garet. "Huh, and is that Garet, too? | didn't know you guys 
knew each other!" 


Upon hearing his name, he turned around to see none other 
than Roxy quickly heading over to their table. He didn't 
even have the chance to wave back, as she was already 
standing right next to him by the time he'd raised his hand. 


"If | knew you guys would be here, I'd have shown up 
sooner," she giggled. Garet blushed slightly as she winked 
at him. 


"Well, we're not going anywhere, so you should sit down 
with us," Sam said, gesturing for Garet to scoot over so she 
could take the spot beside him. "Unless you were coming to 
meet someone." 


"Nope. Actually, my parents dragged me along because 
they're meeting some business partners or something. They 
wanted me to meet them since I've been helping out at the 
shops so much but now they're just talking about random 
stuff." She playfully nudged Garet to get his attention. 
"Anyway, I'd rather spend time with this guy than a bunch of 
old farts." 


Somewhat flustered, Garet simply took a drink from his mug 
to avoid having to say anything. 


"Heh, better watch yourself, Garet, or Roxy might just snatch 
you away from Jenna," Ivan teased. Though his words 
sounded playful, the two shared a look of understanding; 
Ivan had said that to subtly mention that Garet had a 
girlfriend already, something that Roxy was currently 
unaware of. 


"What? Haha, Ivan, you're so funny sometimes," Roxy 
laughed. "This isn't even flirting. If | were really trying, then 
you might need to give him that warning." 


For "not even flirting," Garet felt like the shopkeeper had 
been advancing their relationship rather quickly over these 
past few years. Since they were usually working, he tended 
to brush off her in-your-face attitude as being enthusiastic 
on the job, which was fine if not a little bit forward for 
someone he only saw for about four weeks in a year. 
Besides, she had never been brazenly flirtatious or flirty 
since they were typically in a place where customers came 
to shop. 


Much to his relief, Roxy did not do anything that could really 
be considered overstepping her boundaries with him as the 
night wore on. Though this was his first time seeing her 
outside of the work environment, she seemed more or less 
how he imagined she would be, and while she did seem to 
nudge and poke him more than she would on the job, it 
didn't seem all that inappropriate, as they were drinking and 
having a good time. 


"You should see if you can bring Jenna next time you come 
here!" Sam slurred a bit. "I bet she would have a ton of fun if 
the we all got together like this again!" 


"Haha, but then that'd make me a fifth wheel," Roxy laughed 
and bumped Garet's side. 


"Garet could always bring someone else to hook you up 
with," Ivan said mischievously. "Why not Patcher? He's a 
successful innkeeper now, and last | heard he still didn't 
have a lady friend." 


"Ooh, well, if he's got some facial hair, then count me in! 
Call me weird, but I've totally got the hots for beards and 


moustaches." 


Garet twisted his face as he tried to picture the slightly 
scruffy innkeeper hitting it off with the extremely attractive 
girl sitting beside him. To be fair, lvan and Sam would 
probably still be the most disproportionate couple he knew, 
but even trying to picture Patcher's cartoony facial features 
next to Roxy forced a few alcohol-induced giggles to bubble 
forth from the Mars adept. 


Though their topic of conversation continued to change at a 
rapid pace, the four paid it little attention as they laughed 
and took advantage of what few years of their youth they 
had left. In this moment of merriment, Garet felt like his life 
was finally coming together, with new friends and old seated 
with him, a lover waiting for him back at home, and a bright 
future with a stable career. With things going the way they 
were, he had no reason to stress about marriage or anything, 
really. As long as this was how his life would continue, he 
truly felt that happiness was what awaited him. 


"It really felt like a long struggle to reach that point," Tyrell 
mumbled the words on the page to himself. "| had been 
happy for the past few years, but I distinctly remember that 
night being the first time | felt like everything had come 
together. Isaac and Mia were getting married, | was heading 
towards that direction, and everything in my life seemed 
like it was moving along a steady path." 


As his eyes reached the next paragraph, Tyrell found the 
words caught in his throat, and he was unable to repeat 
what was on the page aloud. His hands began to tremble, 
and beads of cold sweat started to form on his brow. 


"Tyrell?" Karis's voice came in from outside the doorway. She 
peeked her head in, prompting him to tear his eyes away 
from the page. "I'm heading out to meet Matthew now. 
You're coming, right?" 


"O-Oh, yeah, just, uh, g-give me a minute," he stammered, 
leaving the book open as he placed it down on the bed. She 
nodded and went off down the hallway, allowing him to let 
out a tense breath that he hadn't meant to hold. 


He wanted to change his mind about the plans he'd made 
with his two friends, as those last couple of sentences finally 
seemed to reveal what Tyrell had been waiting to read 
about. He wanted to dive into the past of his father and 
discover what had led him from that stable, comfortable life 
to this point in time. This would undoubtedly lead to the 
answers he had had before he began reading, as well as the 
ones he had developed afterwards. What happened to Garet 
and Jenna's relationship? Who was his mother? And while it 
sounded horrible to question the existence of his own best 
friend, what led Isaac, who was then betrothed to Rief's 
mother, to somehow end up having a child with his best 
friend's lover? 


With one last glance down at the open book, Tyrell managed 
to mutter out the last few sentences on the page. 


“Everything in this world has a balance, and for all the 
happiness in the world there must be an equal amount of 
sadness. | had experienced both pain and pleasure, and at 
that point in time the peace in my life was far greater than it 
had ever been, and probably ever will be. It was because of 
that that | allowed myself to grow soft, weakening my heart 
and breaking down the steely resolve | had once had to 
shield against the physical and emotional pain of our 
journey. 


"When I think back on it, it is for that reason that nothing in 
this world could have prepared me for the ensuing chaos 
that would take hold of the rest of my life." 


The happy times are about to come to an end. Yes, a bunch 
of you reading this know what's coming up, and let me tell 
you, I'm way more excited to write Garet's painful story than 
| was to write Isaac's in WiH. For those of you that read it, 
you'll remember that a lot of Isaac's sadness came from 
more or less just waiting around and doing nothing in 
particular, until of course the big event with Mia. If you 
remember some of the side dialogue that goes along with 
Garet, then you should recall that there were quite a few 
things going on in his life, none of which | can mention here 
because it would spoil what happens for those who haven't 
read WiH. Not to worry though, as this will hopefully be 
getting updated every week (that's the intention), and since 
I'm shooting for about the twenty to twenty-five chapter 
range, this should definitely be finished by the end of the 
summer. 


Thanks to Guest, Auro The Lucario, AAA, and Matthew 
Terra for reviewing! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 15*: Destruction 


| actually feel so much more relaxed only thinking about one 
story at a time it's ridiculous. If | can keep updating at this 
rate then | could potentially have the story finished by 
sometime in June, which is way, way, way, faster than | was 
shooting for (not that I'm complaining). For now, I'm just 
gonna cross my fingers and hope that everything goes that 
smoothly :) 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Destruction 


The sound of the hammer striking the anvil rang out loudly, 
louder than it ever had before. Each time the metal smashed 
together, the piercing ring travelled out into the 
marketplace, disrupting even the loudest of conversations in 
the busy section of New Vale. Of course, this was hardly any 
different than any other day, but Garet simply could not 
tolerate the volume on this occasion. 


With his hands tightly clutching his head, the Mars adept 
slouched over on a stool while Kyle and Aaron purposely 
struck the anvil with all their might. Each time he managed 
to look up at the two of them, they would only smirk back 
knowingly as they hammered down again. Had they actually 
been working, then Garet could put up with their teasing, 
but it was the fact that they were simply striking the anvil 
itself as opposed to some kind of weapon or tool that needed 
shaping. 


"I know it's my own fault for being hung over, but haven't 
you guys had enough fun at my expense?" he groaned 


between hammer strikes. 


"Haha, no way!" Aaron laughed and struck again. "I can't 
figure out how you manage to drink so much that you're still 
hung over two days later." 


Garet grumbled and held his head even tighter, though it 
did little to help. The truth of the matter was that because 
he had drank so much he recalled very little of that night 
out with Ivan, Sam, and Roxy. He knew that he had returned 
to Hammet's palace with Ivan, and he had spent the next 
day on the road, feeling like absolute garbage while he sat 
half asleep on the cart. Luckily the horse was able to do 
most of the steering, as he could hardly focus enough to do 
so himself. 


"| helped you with that girl you're dating, didn't I?" 


"What? Garet, you hardly helped at all with that! Jenna's the 
one who gave me all the advice!" 


"Yeah, and who do you think had to restrain her from going 
overboard with her help?" 


"No idea, | never had to deal with it." 
"Ugh, you little punk..." 


Kyle chuckled and ceased striking the anvil again, though 
that did nothing to stop Aaron from continuing. Taking a 
seat on the stool next to Garet, the older man patted his 
hand firmly against the Mars adept's shoulder. 


"| suppose | should take it easy on you today," he laughed. 
"After all, | can only imagine the headache you're going to 
have when you and Jenna get home. The moment she got 


the letter from Isaac she ran straight over to our house and 
practically exploded in excitement." 


"Sounds like her, all right." She was already asleep when he 
had returned home last night, and being overly excited 
wasn't exactly a morning routine. While it had put off any 
excitement over the announced engagement, Garet dreaded 
going home to the inevitable enthusiasm of Jenna in his 
Current state of mind. 


"Speaking of engagements," Kyle said nonchalantly, "have 
you figured out your proposal at all?" 


The building went silent as Aaron stopped striking the anvil. 
Garet scratched his head sheepishly while the two others 
fixated their gazes on him. Though he had been running 
ideas through his head more seriously over this past year, 
nothing was set in stone yet, and he honestly was not sure 
when he would have a full plan. 


"U-Uh..." he started slowly. "Well, | suppose... I'd like to 
propose after Isaac and Mia's wedding. It'd feel like | was 
trying to make it a competition if | popped the question to 
her right after we found out about their engagement, right?" 


There was a pause, though Aaron spoke up first. "Huh? That 
just sounds like you being a wimp!" 


"No, no, Garet seems to be on the right line of thinking," 
Kyle interrupted the younger brother. "I agree that you 
should wait until after the wedding. They did set the date for 
only about six months from now, so you still have a decent 
amount of time to come up with a solid plan without 
needing to wait for very long to put it into action." 


Aaron raised an eyebrow but did not question the idea any 
further. Garet was relieved that his logic had gotten through 


to Kyle, though Isaac's father always seemed to pick up on 
his thought processes rather quickly. With a sigh of relief, 
the older redhead leaned on the counter to relax a bit. 


"I have an idea for what | want to do," Garet mumbled, more 
as a voiced thought than anything worth telling the other 
two. "I'm not thinking anything over-the-top or really 
expensive; Jen would probably prefer something less flashy 
and more...romantic, | guess." 


"Hmm, so nothing too grandiose, eh?" 


"Y-Yeah, that's the plan... I'm thinking...I'Il take her to Kalay 
with me on the first business trip after the wedding and I'll 
do it then. As much as I'd like to figure out some awesome 
way to do it here, there are just a lot more options if | include 
all the sights and attractions over in the city." 


"Fair enough," Kyle hummed and nodded his head. "Don't 
feel obligated to go over your entire plan so far right now. 
Take your time to make sure everything is right, and if you 
need me for anything, I'm always available to help." 


"Me too!" Aaron laughed, bounding over to his brother and 
mussing up his hair. "You're a blockhead and a glutton, 
Garet, but if it's to make Jenna happy, then I'll do whatever 
you need me to." 


Despite his hangover, the spiky-haired man managed to 
crack a smile. With an unexpectedly quick motion, he 
caught his brother by surprise and managed to pin him 
against the counter. 


“Thanks, guys," he chuckled against Aaron's struggling. "I'll 
be sure to let you know if | need any help." 


Garet woke up feeling refreshed the next day, his lengthy 
hangover having finally left and an entire day off to relax. 
Though it would have been nicer if Jenna had gotten the day 
off as well, he had no reason to complain, and lazily laid 
back on his bed after eating breakfast. 


Glancing out the window, he realized that he must have 
slept for quite a while, as Sol's position indicated that it was 
just before noon. The sky was a cloudless blue, and the 
temperature was comfortable, making it apparent that 
spring really was approaching. The snow that covered the 
ground when he had left for Kalay was completely melted by 
now, which, while not unwelcome for the cold-hating adept, 
was somewhat peculiar. 


Garet stretched his arms over his head as he turned around, 
ready to shut his eyes and fall asleep again. Before he could, 
however, a note on Jenna's bedside table caught his eye, 
piquing his curiosity enough to go see what it was. Rolling 
over and sitting on the edge of the mattress, he picked up 
the piece of parchment. 


It only took a moment to look over the unfinished response 
letter to Isaac, and Garet did not bother dwelling on it for 
more than a moment. While he did not think it should be 
treated like such a big deal, Jenna and Dora had decided 
that they would only need to respond with a single letter 
that would convey the congratulations of all the New Vale 
citizens. When he took the time to ask Kyle if he thought it 
was also necessary to do so, the older man simply laughed 
and told him that arguing about something as trivial as a 
wedding response would only cause more problems than it 
was worth. 


Rather than going back to sleep like he had originally 
planned, Garet yawned and sluggishly sauntered into the 
living room. He could already hear the voices of his friends 
and family scolding him for wasting such a nice day by 
lounging around indoors, but on this particular occasion he 
had nothing better to do outside; besides, what he really 
needed to do was think about how he would propose to 
Jenna, and what better place to think while free of 
distractions than his own home? 


Figuring it might be a good idea to write down a couple of 
his ideas, he slowly made his way over to the desk with 
blank parchment paper and ink on it. 


Still feeling somewhat sleepy, Garet rapidly blinked a few 
times as he lost his footing and stumbled a bit. Holding onto 
the back of a chair, he glanced around in a slight daze when 
he managed to balance himself. 


"Am | really this tired?" he muttered to himself. Considering 
how long he'd slept last night, it seemed strange to be tired 
enough to lose his footing. 


Quickly taking a seat, the Mars adept pushed the thought to 
the back of his mind as he grabbed some blank parchment 
and reached for the inkwell. It was then, however, that a 
curious sight met his eyes. 


Sitting next to the inkwell was a clear glass vase with a 
somewhat old bouquet of flowers inside. Though there was 
nothing special about the wilting flowers, Garet could not 
seem to take his eyes away from the water within the glass 
as it rippled and shook. He waited a few moments, initially 
thinking that it was doing so because he had bumped the 
desk, but the water continued to splash around, actually 


increasing in its level of activity the longer he seemed to 
watch it. 


A glass shattered somewhere in the kitchen, and he jumped 
to his feet in surprise to see the shards scattered across the 
ground. More surprising than that, though, was that he 
suddenly felt as if he were losing his balance again, and the 
shards that had spread along the wooden floor continued to 
bounce and clink in a mildly spastic manner. 


"What...is going on? An earthquake?" Such natural disasters 
were not entirely Uncommon around this region of Angara, 
but this did not feel much like what he was used to in the 
past. 


Before he had the chance to question it again, a large 
tremor suddenly shook the house, forcing him off balance 
until he fell to the ground. Garet cursed as a couple of the 
glass shards cut his hands, but he quickly moved to get 
under the kitchen table as the shaking persisted. Though 
the last real earthquake he could remember feeling was at 
Venus Lighthouse, this felt much more intense than the 
tremors back then. 


Glasses and porcelain materials shattered around him, and 
the sound of wood creaking and groaning as it was stretched 
and twisted filled his ears. Due to the fact that his house was 
somewhat isolated from the rest of the village, he would not 
be able to hear any of the other villagers, and the thought 
that something might happen to them caused his heart to 
pound wildly. New Vale was located on a mountain, so there 
was no guarantee that a landslide would not occur asa 
result of all this shaking; in fact, it seemed more likely that it 
would than would not. 


Now beginning to panic that something might happen, 
Garet made the reckless decision to push the table towards 
the door so that he could get out. With any luck, the 
entryway would not have warped enough to jam the door 
shut, though he could always break through if he was forced 
to. The shaking had persisted for more than a couple 
minutes at this point, which was extremely unusual around 
this region. 


Making his way over to the door, the Mars adept did not 
even bother to try opening it conventionally, as he could see 
the twisted doorframe forcing itself upon the door. With a 
powerful kick he managed to smash it open, and dove 
through the threshold before it had a chance to collapse on 
itself. 


Shakily getting to his feet, Garet's heart began to race as 
the sounds of terrified villagers met his ears. As fast as he 
could maneuver with all the shaking, he sprinted towards 
the main area of the village, determined to make it down to 
the marketplace where a great deal of the villagers would 
likely be right now. 


"Jenna!" he called as he entered the abandoned town 
square. "Aaron! Kyle!" 


He did not expect any answers, as everyone was probably 
too busy taking cover indoors and could not hear above the 
noise. After another minute or so, the shaking finally began 
to die down enough for Garet to feel like he had a steady 
footing. Making a dash towards the bakery's entrance, he 
was stopped by someone calling his name from a different 
building. 


"Garet!" Patcher's voice called out, forcing the redhead to 
turn towards the inn. "Over here! | need your help!" 


It shouldn't have been a dilemma, but he desperately 
wanted to make sure that Jenna was all right. With a 
somewhat pained look, he glanced at the door of the bakery 
once more before turning around and running over to 
Patcher. 


"Doesn't look like the building's gonna hold up for too long," 
the young innkeeper growled. "Some of the guests upstairs 
are trapped in their rooms; | need you to help them out 
while | check on everyone in the tavern." 


"Got it." He sprinted up the stairs without waiting for any 
further instruction. This was only putting off his chance to 
find Jenna, so he had to make it quick. There was no use in 
knocking, as the lessened shaking was still causing too 
much noise to differentiate a knock from the creaking wood. 


Once he had managed to successfully rescue all six guests 
in the upstairs rooms, Garet wasted no time in dashing out 
of the inn and into the square, where people had begun to 
gather in a manic state. 


"Garet!" Jenna's voice carried over the panic of the crowd. 
Seeing Jenna waving to him unharmed was the one sight he 
needed right now, and he couldn't help smiling despite the 
desperate nature of the situation. 


“Thank the gods, you're okay," he said as they embraced, 
quickly letting each other go to assess the situation. "Have 
you seen Kyle and Aaron?" 


Jenna nodded. "They're fine; they were helping some people 
trapped in their houses but they should be back soon." 


Just as she said, Garet heard his voice called again and he 
looked over to see Aaron and Kyle running over towards him. 
The relief was extremely short-lived, however, as the 


cloudless sky suddenly darkened, followed by a horrific 
scream from villagers higher on the mountain. 


"Run for your lives!" they cried, hurtling down the mountain 
without bothering to help others who had fallen. "The 
apocalypse is here! The reaper is here to take our lives and 
the Wise One is nowhere to be seen!" 


The already panicked crowd was now in hysterics as waves 
of terrified villagers began flooding into the marketplace. 
Garet, Jenna, Aaron, and Kyle all looked up to see that it was 
not a cloud that had darkened the sky, but a reddish-brown 
ash that was blocking out Sol's light. An odd, psynergy- 
based sound cracked through the sky like thunder, anda 
giant black hole of sorts suddenly appeared above the 
mountain's peak. The moment it appeared, many of the 
elderly people around them collapsed, and Garet could feel 
his strength levels start to wane. 


"Kyle, what's happening?!" Aaron cried out as the ash began 
to descend upon the village. 


"| don't know!" he coughed and covered his mouth to avoid 
breathing in too much. "It doesn't look good, though-" 


An earth-shattering roar filled the sky, and soon those who 
had not collapsed were screaming in terror as they shoved 
their way out of the entrance gate leading into the village. 
From a plateau above, a priest lost his balance and fell 
below, rolling towards them in a battered heap as the four 
adepts raced towards him. 


"Are you all right?!" Kyle called out gruffly. 


"Urg... Please..." the priest croaked, "please get everyone to 
safety... Mt. Aleph...it...it erupted again... We're not safe 
here!" 


"I-It erupted again?" Jenna stammered. "B-But that's 
impossible! Mt. Aleph is nothing more than a hole in the 
ground! How... How could it erupt?!" 


"Now isn't the time for questions!" Kyle barked. "Jenna, 
Aaron, take the priest and get the villagers out as quickly as 
you can! Get everyone as far from Mt. Aleph as possible; 
don't stop at Vault! Garet, you and | will get as many of the 
trapped villagers out as we can, understood?!" 


"Y-Yes, sir!" 


With that order, the four stepped quickly to perform their 
tasks, but the screams of terror increased as a horrific sight 
met the adepts' eyes. 


Hurtling down from the sky were large flaming rocks, 
ranging in all shapes and sizes as they began to crash upon 
the land. One particularly large rock struck the side of the 
mountain and began to roll down through the village, 
smashing through the pre-weakened buildings until it finally 
stopped in the river, leaving a fiery inferno in its wake. 


"Mom...Dad...Grandma and Grandpa...Kay..." Aaron 
mumbled as a smaller rock lit the roof of their house on fire. 
Without warning, the younger Mars adept suddenly took off 
up the mountain, plunging headfirst into the danger zone. 


"Aaron!" they all cried out; Garet empathized with his 
brother's feelings, quickly sprinting after him. "Jenna, don't 
follow me! I'll make sure your parents get out; just escort the 
villagers someplace safe!" 


He didn't wait for a response or even look back to see if she 
had listened. The ash stung his eyes, and he coughed as it 
freely entered his lungs. No matter what happened, he had 
to keep Aaron in his sights, but that was becoming harder to 


do as the smoke and ash thickened the higher up he got. 
With each step towards the peak, Garet could feel 
something sapping his strength, and he could only assume 
that it had something to do with that treacherous black hole 
that appeared. 


Some of the other men and women were assisting those who 
had fallen or had trouble moving quickly, and Garet wasted 
no effort in directing them towards others who needed help. 
It pained him not to help as well, but Aaron was quickly 
disappearing from his sights, and considering how much of a 
toll the black hole was taking on his body, Garet could not 
even imagine how his less-trained brother was faring right 
now. 


It felt like ages before he finally managed to reach his 
family's house; never in his life had he cursed how high up 
in the village it was until right now. Looking around, it was a 
wonder that it was still intact, as the sanctum and all other 
buildings in the immediate vicinity had already burnt down 
entirely. He didn't have time to waste on those thoughts, 
however, as the burning roof would make quick work of their 
house as well. Rushing in the open door, Garet did whatever 
he could to avoid breathing in too much smoke. 


"Aaron!" he called, trying to pinpoint the coughing in the 
house. "Aaron!" 


"Garet, I'm upstairs!" his brother's voice called, followed by 
some rather nasty coughs. "Come help, quick!" 


A floorboard from above him fell through, and Garet did 
what he could to suppress the flames it attempted to spread. 
Swearing vehemently, he eventually kicked the flaming 
piece of wood outside before rushing upstairs. Despite being 
a Mars adept, he only had the ability to create and 


manipulate fire, but putting it out was something he could 
only do with small flames. 


Bursting to the top of the stairs, he immediately spotted 
Aaron trying to lift some beams that had fallen on top of 
their father. Garet looked in horror as his mother's 
unconscious body lay next to Aaron, but judging by his 
brother's lack of immediate concern for her, she was 
definitely still alive. 


"Hang on, Dad, we'll get you free!" he shouted over the 
crackling of the flames. 


"Garet, Aaron...take your mother and escape..." their father 
groaned weakly. 


"Don't say crap like that! We're not going to save Mom and 
leave the rest of you behind!" 


"Your sister...and grandparents were at town hall... They 
should be safe...now go!" 


"Shut up, old man!" 


Infuriated by his father's hopeless words, Garet grit his teeth 
and ignored the searing pain of lifting the flaming beams. It 
took all his strength just to lift it a few inches off of the 
man's body, and he impatiently snarled at Aaron to pull him 
out. As soon as his legs were cleared, Garet dropped the 
heavy beams, ignoring the burns on his arms and quickly 
scooping up his mother as the floor beneath the beams gave 
out and collapsed to the bottom floor. 


"Aaron, are you Okay carrying Dad?!" he shouted as they 
bounded down the stairs. 


"Y-Yeah, I'm fine," he grunted, though it was clear the teen 
was having some trouble; his physique was rather slim, 
having never needed to actually wield any of the weapons 
he helped to make. 


Though not convinced, Garet figured it would be best for 
them to switch whom they carried once they were out of the 
house. Despite the fact that their father was still conscious 
and somewhat able to move, his legs were definitely in no 
condition to hold his weight, and it was possibly that those 
beams had actually broken his back. At this rate, he would 
be lucky if he could even walk once this was all over. 


Garet shook his head to clear those thoughts from his mind. 
Right now he had to focus on saving his family and nothing 
else. Managing to escape the flaming building, he 
immediately forced Aaron to carry their mother while he 
carried their father, which seemed ideal, as Aaron seemed 
much more comfortable carrying the lighter load. Moving as 
quickly as they could down the mountain, they struggled to 
keep their footing with the shaking ground, added weight, 
and barrage of flaming rocks raining down all around them. 


Up ahead, Isaac's old house had collapsed at the back, the 
charred insides surrounding a sizeable rock that had set 
flame to the building. Though difficult to see through the 
ash and smoke, Garet was able to make out a figure that 
looked to be one person carrying another on their back. As 
they got closer, it was unsurprising to see Kyle carrying Dora 
away from their destroyed home. 


"Kyle!" Garet called as they caught up to him. "Is Dora all 
right?" 


"She's fine," he grunted. He was clearly feeling the effects of 
the vortex, and he had a few burn marks on his face. "What 


about your family?" 


"Kay and my grandparents should have gotten away safely 
with the rest of the villagers. My parents are hurt but they'll 
make it." 


“That's good; I'm glad. Hurry and follow me. The path I took 
up here is blocked now. You won't like what you see this way, 
but it's the only way we'll make it back down." 


Understanding what he meant, Garet ignored the pained 
feeling in his chest and nodded, gesturing for Aaron to 
follow Kyle. As the three men and their family members took 
the detour that Kyle led them on, Garet fell back so that 
Aaron would be running in front of him. His brother had 
never experienced anything as horrific as this before, and it 
would not be unlikely for him to freeze up by what he was 
about to bear witness to. 


They rounded a turn, avoiding the small rocks that showered 
down like molten hailstones. Garet could see Flash's shield 
activate, and he thanked the djinni, though he knew that it 
would only last for a short while. Behind some of the burnt 
trees, they came upon the sight that Garet feared to behold, 
and his suspicions about Aaron were correct. 


"Don't stop!" Garet shoved his brother, doing what he could 
to blind his brother from the sight of the people who 
couldn't make it out of these buildings in time. "It's not our 
fault; just keep moving!" 


He had to continuously shove Aaron until they had 
completely turned away from the awful sight. Garet hated 
that he couldn't remove that image from his brother's mind, 
but there was nothing he could do about it. The sight of 
those charred bodies reaching helplessly to escape would be 
forever burned into all of their minds, and they could only 


try to pretend they didn't recognize any of the people that 
they used to be. 


Once they were down at the base of the village, Jenna and 
several other young men and women were doing what they 
could to assist the wounded out of the village. The brunette 
was too busy healing her parents’ wounds to take notice of 
them at the moment, but it was not Garet's primary concern, 
as he was simply relieved to see that she was still safe. His 
parents and Dora were quickly loaded onto stretchers and 
carried out by a few of these helpers, and it looked as 
though everyone who could be saved had been. 


"We can't stay any longer!" a man shouted. "If we do, we'll 
be caught up in the damage!" 


"Then let's get ou-" 
"NO, YOU CAN'T!" 


Garet, Kyle, and Aaron all looked over to see what was 
causing the commotion, and were surprised to see the baker 
being restrained by some of the rescuers. 


"MY DAUGHTER! SHE WAS SICK AT HOME, YOU BASTARDS! | 
DIDN'T SEE HER ESCAPE; YOU HAVE TO LET ME GO TO 
HER!" 


"Calm down! If you go up there now, you'll die for certain! 
The conditions are getting too hazardous!" 


"I DON'T CARE! I'D RATHER DIE TRYING TO SAVE HER THAN 
SACRIFICE HER FOR MYSELF! LET ME GO, LET ME GO!" 


It hurt Garet to see them restrain the crying man, but they 
were right; the village was almost completely obliterated at 


this point, and staying any longer would likely lead to death 
for all of them. 


"Garet," Aaron said just loudly enough that he could hear 
him. "I've got to go save her." 


"What? Don't be an idiot, Aaron. Trying to be a hero will get 
you killed." 


"I'm not trying to be a hero. My girlfriend is trapped in there 
and they aren't gonna let her dad save her!" 


Garet had forgotten that the baker's daughter was Aaron's 
new girlfriend; however, that did not change the fact that 
trying to save her would be tantamount to suicide. As much 
as he hated to Say it, it really wasn't worth the risk, and in 
this case being a coward was the smarter move. 


"If that was Jenna trapped at home, you wouldn't even think 
twice. Hell, | doubt you would even have to think once." 


Garet stopped and gave his brother a serious look. The teen 
glared back up at him with a burning passion in his eyes. 
The more he looked into his brother's eyes, the more he 
realized that this look was the exact same look he had had 
when Jenna was kidnapped by Saturos and Menardi all those 
years ago. Nothing would stop him from saving her, and he 
chased them around the world for the girl he loved, risking 
life and limb every single day he was gone. To deny his 
brother this chance would be nothing short of hypocritical. 


"Fine," Garet said after some hesitation. "But I'm coming 
with you, got it?" 


"As long as we watch each other's back, I'm okay with it." 


"You two are reckless fools," Kyle said and grabbed both of 
them by the shoulders. "But I'll be damned if we let even 
one person die because of the risks involved. I'm coming as 
well." 


Not bothering to waste time, the three men nodded to each 
other and raced off, ignoring the cries of the others trying to 
get them to stop. 


The firestorm was more hellish than it had been only 
minutes ago. It was impossible to avoid the nicks that each 
small pebble left as they rained down upon them. The 
baker's house would inevitably be up in flames right now, 
but the three men ignored their pain once again and fought 
to make it to the house at the edge of their vision. From 
what they could make out through the smoke and ash, the 
house still seemed to be mostly intact. 


Kicking down the door, Aaron started shouting his 
girlfriend's name, hurrying around any obstacles in his path 
as he ran for the stairs. Garet and Kyle did what they could 
to clear the flaming debris, making a straight path from the 
doorway to the stairs before chasing after the young adept. 
Before they could make it to the steps, however, a large 
crash behind them forced them to turn around. 


"Aaron!" Garet cried, rushing to where his brother and a girl 
had crashed through the upstairs floorboards. "Aaron, say 
something!" 


"Urk... I'm fine," he coughed. "Here, take Diana from me... | 
think my arm's broken." 


The older brother quickly complied and lifted the semi- 
conscious girl off of Aaron. Cringing as he looked at his 
brother's snapped right forearm, Garet slung Diana over his 
right shoulder and helped his brother up with his free hand. 


"Let's get out of here!" Kyle roared, doing what he could to 
quickly wrap Aaron's arm up. 


With the baker's daughter safely in their custody, they dove 
out of the burning house as it finally collapsed in on itself. 
All they had to do now was get out of the village and escape 
with the rest of the townspeople, but the outside conditions 
had taken a turn for the worst, as if to smite the men for 
their bold decision. 


Fireballs descended like a rainstorm of arrows, leaving small 
burns along the backs of all three of them. Garet turned his 
body awkwardly as he attempted to shield the baker's 
daughter, resulting in more burns along his left side. At the 
moment, the adrenaline pumping through his blood allowed 
him to ignore the stinging pain, but once they were in the 
safe zone he wasn't sure if any of the three of them would be 
able to stand on their own two feet. 


Aaron tripped and rolled down part of the hill, crying out in 
pain as his arm smacked the ground. Kyle and Garet chased 
after him as the younger adept weakly tried to push himself 
back up. 


"G-Garet, look out!" he yelled, using his free hand to point 
behind his brother. 


Garet turned around to see a rather large fireball heading 
straight toward him. At the speed it was hurtling down at he 
doubted he could avoid it entirely, and the more he realized 
this the less time he had to make a decision to get out of the 
Way. 


Moments before it hit him, however, Garet, with the girl still 
over his shoulder, was shoved aside and sent flying out of 
the line of fire. A bloodcurdling scream met his ears as he 
looked up to see that Aaron had somehow managed to leap 


up and push him aside, leaving himself fully exposed to the 
oncoming projectile. 


"Aaron, no!" Garet screamed, struggling to stand now that 
his adrenaline was wearing off. 


"Garet, run!" Kyle shouted to him. "I'll carry your brother, so 
get goi- AAAH! " 
"Kyle!" 


The Mars adept could only watch as a flaming meteor 
collided with the older man's right arm, knocking him to the 
ground as the molten rock clung to his bare flesh. With all 
his strength, Garet pushed up off the ground and ran to the 
two collapsed others, beating the flames off of both of them 
as he painstakingly lifted Aaron. 


"G-Garet!" Kyle grunted, his teeth clenched tightly and tears 
streaming down his cheeks. "I'll take Aaron." 


"What?! | can't let you carry him when you're injured!" 
"Shut up, this is an order! | still have one arm here!" 


Garet was stunned for a moment by how much Kyle 
resembled Isaac in a frantic situation. It would be more 
appropriate to say that Isaac resembled Kyle, but as Garet 
had never seen the latter in such a life-or-death situation as 
this, the similarity still came as a shock. 


Practically forcing his brother away from him, the two men 
hurriedly descended the rest of the mountain, becoming the 
final people to flee through the gate before New Vale was 
completely razed to the ground. 


Though they had successfully escaped the immediate 
danger, the fight was not over yet, as fireballs continued to 
rain down as far as they could see. Nothing could be done as 
molten rocks crashed into the crowds of fleeing citizens far 
ahead of them, and Garet could not stop the streams of 
water that flew from his eyes. 


Death and destruction loomed in every direction he looked. 
There was no shortage of dead bodies that marked the path 
they now had to follow, and fires had torched away all the 
grass and trees. As he focused on Kyle and his brother 
running beside him, Garet bit on his lip until it began to 
bleed. He made no expression of pain, but Kyle's right arm 
was completely red from the blood and raw flesh that was 
exposed after all his skin had burned off. Similarly, most of 
Aaron's unconscious face and the entire front of his body 
either had horrific burn marks or were exposed and 
bleeding. 


"Garet!" a voice called from somewhere up ahead. His vision 
was still incredibly limited, and only a silhouette could be 
made out through the smokescreen in front of him. The 
closer it got, the more voices he could hear, and the 
silhouette slowly morphed into the shape of what looked to 
be a horse-drawn cart speeding in their direction. 


"I-lvan?!" Garet shouted hoarsely, a round of thick coughs 
following soon after. 


“Thank the gods we found you!" Ivan exclaimed as he 
stopped in front of them. "Quick, get in the back! Jenna, pull 
them up!" 


Circling around to the back, Jenna, who was helping the 
injured in the cart, took Aaron and the baker's daughter into 
the cart before hoisting Kyle up as well. Without a moment's 


hesitation, she quickly got to work healing Garet's 
unconscious brother. Rather than jumping into the back with 
the rest of them, Garet quickly ran to the front of the cart 
and jumped into the seat next to Ivan. 


"What are you doing?! You're injured!" Ivan cried. 


Garet ignored him and wrenched the reins away from the 
Jupiter adept. "My injuries are nothing! I'll focus on driving 
this thing; you make sure to keep any rocks from hitting us, 
got it?!" 


He didn't wait for an answer and spurred the horses to run 
as fast as they could. From the corner of his eye, Garet could 
see Ivan stand on the seat while he deflected oncoming 
fireballs with his psynergy. 


"Head to Kalay!" \van telepathically ordered Garet. "And be 
careful while you're driving. That earthquake earlier caused 
some massive fissures to open up, and the ground shot up 
in a whole bunch of places." 


Taking heed of Ivan's words, Garet again spurred the horses 
onward and moved in the straightest course that he possibly 
could. The farther they managed to get from Mt. Aleph, the 
clearer the air became, but this clarity did little to ease 
Garet's mind. They passed by what used to be Vault, which 
was now nothing more than a town-sized bonfire, and 
managed to catch up to the sea of terrified people fleeing. 
Though he wanted to take them all into the cart, Garet 
realized that they were only carrying those with terrible 
injuries, and he could not stop for those who were straggling 
behind or had only sustained minor injuries. 


"Don't worry," \van mind-spoke again. “/ told Master 
Hammet to send out everyone he could to help the 
evacuees. They should be coming along soon, so just focus 


on getting the mortally wounded into the city as fast as you 
can." 


"Right," the Mars adept grunted. With the image of Kyle's 
arm and Aaron's entire front side ingrained in Garet's mind, 
he made all haste towards Kalay, knowing that their lives 
were now in his hands. 


"| promise I'll save you both," he muttered to himself, salty 
tears stinging the burns and cuts on his face. 


"| promise I'll save you. | promise... |...promise..." 


It felt like it took a long time to reach this point, but here we 
are, the big turning point in Garet's life! I've been looking 
forward to writing this chapter for a long time, and | can only 
hope that | did it justice. I'll admit that | think | was being a 
bit too direct with some of the imagery this time around, but 
| also wanted things to progress quickly and somewhat 
frantically. Trying to convey that through detailed 
descriptions seemed too lax for what | was going for, so that 
is my reasoning for being more direct. Whether it worked or 
not is up to you guys to judge. 


Next chapter is going to be some direct aftermath of this 
whole situation and then it'll skip ahead a few months, 
which the WIH readers will remember is when Isaac and Mia 
arrive in Kalay. The whole thing was bad enough from Isaac's 
perspective, but there's something quite a bit more critical 
for Garet's story that I've been bracing myself to write about 
since this story's conception. If you can't remember what it 
is, well, look forward to the development next chapter! 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 16*: Endless Anguish 


Not too sure what to say, considering I'm starting this 
chapter just a few hours after posting the last one. Hope 
you're all ready to see Garet's life turn on its head! 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Endless Anguish 


"Aaron!" Kay screeched as the stretcher was brought into 
Kalay's sanctum. "Garet, what happened to him?!" 


"Not right now, Kay!" Garet growled as he carried Aaron's 
stretcher towards one of the beds. 


From when Ivan had picked them up until now, the journey 
to Kalay had taken them just over five hours, which, 
considering that on foot it could take more than a day ata 
slow pace, was quite fast, especially with the hazardous 
conditions the entire way. Though Jenna's constant healing 
was able to stop Aaron from dying on the trip, her abilities 
were still rather novice, and she was unable to do any more 
than keep him alive. 


Priests scrambled around as they moved to heal the 
increasing number of injured citizens coming into the city. 
The Great Healer instantly came over to Aaron's bedside, 
clearly taking notice of the much more severe wounds on his 
body than on the others. From the corner of his eye, Garet 
spotted Kyle being laid on a different bed while the priests 
quickly began wrapping his damaged arm. 


"Please step back," the Great Healer said in a deep baritone 
voice. Garet complied and looked on helplessly as the 
elderly man began reciting incantations, his hands glowing 
white as he dealt with Aaron's wounds. 


Kay shouted demands into Garet's ear, her voice beginning 
to choke as her emotions got the better of her. No matter 
what she said, though, he could not process a single word, 
only able to focus his attention on Aaron's wellbeing. He had 
no idea where his mother and father were, but the fact that 
they were alive was enough for him not to worry. His 
grandparents were likely with them, and Kay, well, he was 
quite aware that she was alive and unharmed. 


No one else in the world mattered more to him right now 
than Aaron. Garet could never forgive himself for allowing 
his baby brother to go through this. The mere thought that 
this would affect the sixteen-year-old's entire life gnawed at 
his soul, breaking away any internal notions that he was 
someone that his brother should look up to. 


For hours upon hours, the two older siblings watched as the 
Great Healer closed Aaron's wounds at a painstakingly slow 
rate. By the time the young Mars adept's most grievous 
wounds had finally healed, two priests had to hold the Great 
Healer as he stumbled back a bit. Managing to catch his 
balance, the elder gestured for Garet and Kay to step 
forward, which they did without a second thought. 


"My sincerest apologies," he panted deeply. "Though he will 
live, | was unable to close all of his wounds. His injuries are 
far greater than I could imagine, and while he may look 
healed now | will have someone keep watch on him at all 
times; it would not come as a surprise if infections began to 
manifest." 


Garet's heart sank as he heard those words, and he wanted 
to scream at this failure of a healer. How could the most 
powerful healer in one of the most prominent cities in the 
world not manage to completely save one child?! If Mia were 
here, she could have him fixed up with the blink of an eye, 
and that really was not an exaggeration. 


"Thank you, elder," Kay said while Garet held his tongue. 
She bowed slightly to him and turned angrily to her 
conscious brother once the Great Healer had left. "You are 
going to explain things to me right now, understood?" 


Garet ignored her words and simply turned to Aaron, 
cringing at the unhealed burn marks that left his brother's 
Skin a painful-looking red colour. 


"Garet!" Kay shouted, whirling him around by the shoulders. 
"This is serious! What the hell happened?!" 


"Shut up." 
"Excuse me?" 
"I said shut up." 


"This is no time to be a child! | have the right to know why 
Aaron is-" 


"SHUT UP, KAY!" 


His outburst garnered them the surprised looks of others in 
the sanctum, but neither sibling faltered as they glared 
intensely at one another. 


"Do you have any idea what I've just been through?!" Garet 
growled, clenching his fists as he fought back the tears in 
his eyes. "If you had even the slightest hint of the hell I've 


been through today, then you wouldn't even consider asking 
me to tell you what happened! I'm traumatized! I'm losing 
my mind right now! Screw your authority and damn the fact 
that you're my sister; | can't relive those moments; | won't 
relive them!" 


Smack! 


He could hardly even feel the pain in his cheek from that 
slap, but the tears that cascaded down Kay's cheeks caused 
him more pain than any physical attack could right now. 


“How dare you, Garet?" she stammered. "I'm more terrified 
than you could ever imagine, alright?! Put yourself in my 
shoes for a second! Grandma, Grandpa, and | were on our 
way to Vault for a meeting and next thing | know the 
ground's shaking, there's what sounds like an explosion 
somewhere far away, and everyone in the village that we 
had left less than an hour before is screaming in terror! 
When I looked out the back of our cart, do you know what | 
saw? A giant black vortex swirling above New Vale! | had no 
idea what was happening and the driver did the only logical 
thing in his position and sped us off to Kalay!" 


She sounded like she had more to say, but at this point her 
words had become too muddled by her crying to 
comprehend. Garet shook with frustration and found that 
the only thing he could do right now was look away from her 
in shame. He had no idea that she and their grandparents 
were out of the village when everything happened. Half of 
their family showed up injured and unconscious, and Kay 
truly had no idea what was going on. 


Garet dug his nails into his palms until they bled. He had 
disgusted himself by his own selfishness. He could not even 
find the logic behind keeping the events from Kay anymore. 


He wasn't the only traumatized person here; in fact, Kay was 
probably more traumatized seeing all the people she knew 
entering the sanctum in critical states. No matter what 
happened, this event would not end anytime soon, and not 
telling her was the worst thing he could do. 


His breaths shook and heaved deeply as he tried to speak 
the words that would illustrate the horrors of what he had 
experienced only hours ago. Yet with each laboured breath 
he took, the harder his teeth ground against each other, and 
he found that speaking was just as difficult as he'd 
imagined. Images of fire flashed through his mind, visions of 
people screaming, crying, fleeing for their lives as they 
abandoned their loved ones and acted on their scared, 
selfish impulses. He could not blame them for their actions, 
but it only caused him more grief to re-experience. 


Then there was the image of the burned bodies that he had 
tried to blind Aaron from seeing. The sight of people he most 
assuredly was familiar with burned into mangled, 
unrecognizable corpses turned his stomach in knots, and the 
moment Garet realized that Kyle's arm and Aaron's entire 
front side looked just like those bodies, he truly could not 
prevent himself from vomiting into a cleaning pail nearby. 


Crassly wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, Garet 
turned back, giving Kay a sincerely apologetic look to say 
that he could not do it even after hearing her story as well. 
There was nothing he could do, and the more people that 
entered the sanctum, the harder it became to explain what 
had happened to their baby brother. 


"A-Aaron," he whimpered weakly as he gazed down at the 
unconscious teen. "I'm sorry...SO, SO Sorry..." 


How long had it been since the great cataclysm? Garet 
pondered this question as he sat at his brother's bedside. 
Judging from the calendar nearby, it had been roughly two 
months, but to the Mars adept time seemed to have dragged 
out for years and years. Across the room, he looked at his 
reflection in the mirror, noticing the scruffiness of his face 
and the length of his hair, which now started to droop 
downward. He did not have the luxury of being able to 
groom himself while nearly everyone he knew was in such 
dire straits. 


"Hnnh..." Aaron began to stir in his bed, and his crimson 
eyes opened slowly. No matter how many times he saw it, 
Garet would never get used to his brother's blind, clouded 
left eye, nor the terrible burn scars that spread down his 
face. 


"Morning, buddy," he greeted, feigning an upbeat attitude 
to mask his inner turmoil. "How are you feeling today?" 


"Not great, but that's no different than usual," Aaron 
chuckled morbidly, coughing a couple times after. "What 
time is it?" 


Garet drew back the curtain to reveal a full moon shining in 
the sky. The brightness was somewhat deceptive, as it had 
illuminated the curtains in the private sanctum room 
enough to resemble daytime. 


"| guess everybody stopped by while I was asleep," Aaron 
spoke in a downcast tone. "It shouldn't be so hard to stay 
awake..." 


"Hey, don't be so hard on yourself," Garet said, gently 
patting his brother on the head. "Any normal person with 
burns and infections would've keeled over by now, but 
you're toughing it out like a true man of our family. Soon as 
you're out of here, your girlfriend's gonna be all over you." 


The younger brother laughed and looked up at the ceiling. "I 
get the feeling she doesn't really want to keep being my 
girlfriend. | should break up with her so she doesn't feel 
obligated to stay with me." 


“Huh? Don't say stuff like that; it's just tough on everybody 
right now. She's been stressed because her mom got hurt, 
but | heard just the other day that things are looking good 
for her." 


"Really? That's good news." Aaron sighed and shook his 
head. "But still, l'm sure she just doesn't want to break up 
with me because it would make her look like the bad guy. | 
mean, you can't deny that it would look bad if she broke up 
with me just because I'm hospitalized and | look like...well, 
this. It's only fair if | call things off; who knows how long I'll 
be in here or if I'll even make it?" 


Garet bit his lower lip and looked away, but quickly gathered 
his resolve again and spoke seriously to his brother. 


"Aaron...don't talk like that, alright? The priests are doing 
everything they can right now, and Mia will be here with 
Isaac any day now. She'll be able to heal you in a snap, and 
even if she can't, | know they'll be bringing a whole bunch of 
Hermes’ Water with them. Trust me, you'll be back on your 
feet in no time." 


Aaron smiled weakly and closed his eyes. "Don't worry, I'm 
not planning on dying anytime soon. For right now, though, 


I'm feeling kind of tired again. You should head off to your 
place so that Jenna doesn't worry about you." 


"a Mm..." 


It only took a minute or so until Aaron's breaths became 
slower and heavier. Garet ran a hand through his hair 
roughly before standing up and slowly dragging his feet 
towards the door. With one last glance over his shoulder, the 
Mars adept quietly exited the room and stepped out of the 
sanctum shortly thereafter. 


The chilly night air sent shivers up his spine, forcing Garet to 
step quickly in the direction of his temporary home with 
Jenna. Though the easiest solution for finding a place to live 
right now would have been to stay at an inn or at Hammet's 
palace like he usually did, both were being used as homes 
for the refugees. As both he and Jenna were fortunate 
enough to have escaped without bodily harm, they had 
agreed to leave the public locations for those in need, 
purchasing a temporary living space that they would live in 
until things settled down. 


"Welcome back," Jenna greeted as he stepped into the small 
house. "There's some leftover food if you're hungry." 


The worried smile she was sending his way hurt more than a 
frown or generally unpleasant look would have. Dropping his 
gaze to the floor, Garet shook his head and shuffled over to 
the table she was sitting at. 


"You should really be eating more often," she spoke softly. "It 
isn't healthy for you to keep skipping meals the way you 
have been. | know that...things are hard right now, but | 
think you're pushing yourself too much." 


He knew that what she was saying was true, and knowing 
that she had to worry about him on top of all the other 
people from New Vale filled his heart with guilt. Reaching for 
her hand across the table, he managed to meet her eyes. 


"Sorry," he apologized. "I'm...not hungry tonight, but | 
promise I'll start eating properly tomorrow." 


He lightly squeezed her hand, and her troubled look eased 
up slightly, though he could tell that she was not completely 
satisfied with his answer. As she always did, though, Jenna 
did her best to change the subject, trying to think of more 
positive things to talk about. With things being as hard as 
they were right now, Garet could only imagine just how hard 
it had to be for her to keep up this cheery attitude for him, 
and it made him love her all the more for everything she did. 


The sky was overcast when Garet awoke the next morning, 
though it did not appear as though it would rain. Jenna was 
still asleep as he got up from the bed, and he noticed his 
reflection in the mirror as he was about to leave the room. 


These past months had taken an immeasurable toll on him, 
and it was only now that he was realizing the effects of his 
carelessness. His hair was unkempt, his face unshaven, and 
a great deal of his muscle mass had been lost. His ribcage 
was visible near the bottom, and though he had just slept 
for a relatively normal length of time, his eyes seemed to 
droop as if he had not gone to bed at all. Casting his eyes 
away from the mirror, Garet threw on a shirt and stepped out 
of the bedroom. 


Making sure to eat the food that Jenna had left for him last 
night, he left the plate in the sink for her to wash when she 
awoke, not out of disrespect or laziness but so that she knew 
he had at least eaten this morning before heading out. With 


a deep inhale and exhale, he stepped out of the temporary 
home and began making his way to the sanctum. 


As he headed toward the building, Garet began to wonder if 
things could possibly go back to the way they used to be. 
Considering Kalay's growth over the past few years, it was 
quite possible that most, if not all of the citizens of New Vale 
would restart their lives here in this city. By then, would he 
be working again as a blacksmith under someone other than 
Kyle? Considering the man's dominant arm had been 
rendered useless, it did not seem as though Kyle would be 
able to continue working at the smithy. It hardly seemed a 
problem though, as he was beginning to show signs of his 
aging, and he really should stay with Dora while she was 
sick. 


Though he disliked thinking of it, the Mars adept realized 
that sooner or later he would have to start working again, 
meaning he would not be able to spend so much time at the 
sanctum. His and Jenna's financial situation right now was 
fairly stable, and she had gone back to work part time since 
her parents had recovered recently, but her rate of income 
would only last them a few months longer at most, which 
meant that he too would have to start working again; that or 
move in with Kay and his grandparents until things settled. 


He stepped through the large doors of Kalay's sanctum, 
heading towards the back of the building where his parents 
were. Though he would have prioritized going to see Aaron, 
it was likely that the boy would be sleeping right now - that 
or getting his first healing of the day from the Great Healer. 
Rather than interrupting either possible event, it seemed 
more beneficial to check on his parents, who were well 
enough to move around, though his father would likely have 
to use crutches for the rest of his life. 


He spent the morning with them, speaking of nothing in 
particular and allowing the rather relaxed mood to help him 
feel at ease. Even if Aaron's situation caused no end of 
worry, it was an incredible relief to see that his parents 
would make it through this tragedy for sure. Really, his 
mother had not even been hurt - though the amount of ash 
she had breathed in while unconscious did leave her with a 
bit of lung damage - so the only one that may have caused 
any concern was his father. 


Jenna entered the sanctum a few hours later, assisting the 
priests as they rushed around and tended to the 
overwhelming number of still-recovering patients. Garet 
looked over as she entered the room where Aaron was, and 
while he usually would have taken such an opportunity to go 
over there as well, he found himself hesitating for some 
reason. 


"What's the matter, Garet?" his father asked from his bed. 


The redhead solemnly looked at his father and dropped his 
gaze back down. "It's... It's Aaron... Do you think...he's really 
going to get better?" 


"Of course he is," his mother answered immediately. "Garet, 
haven't you been the one telling Aaron all this time that he 
shouldn't talk like he's dying? What good will it do if you 
question the exact same things behind his back?" 


"I know, | Know, I'm being a hypocrite but...| don't know, it's 
impossible not to let my mind wander in that direction. You 
can't possibly tell me that neither of you have considered 
that...that he might not make it..." 


"Son," his father spoke seriously, forcing Garet to face him. 
"You aren't alone in this, alright? We're all worried about 
Aaron, and of course it's crossed our minds, but there's no 


use in dwelling on the negatives. I've told you before, you 
can't blame yourself for what happened to him; your brother 
made his own decision to rescue Diana and he knew he 
would be putting his life at risk by doing so." 


"That's true, but...but Dad I-" 


"You would have done the same thing for Jenna; if anything, 
you already did do the same for Jenna. You're a role model to 
him, even if he doesn't admit it, and you should be proud of 
him no matter what ends up happening. Knowing how the 
both of you are, | Know he's not going to go down without a 
fight, so just have a little faith, alright?" 


Garet clenched his fists and nodded quietly before standing 
from the stool he was seated on. Mumbling something about 
going to check on Aaron, he left his parents and slowly 
dragged his feet towards the isolated room where his brother 
was. When he opened the door, he was met with the sight of 
Jenna comforting Aaron's girlfriend as she cried next toa 
sadly smiling Aaron. 


"Here, I'll bring you home," Jenna said to her upon noticing 
Garet enter the room. With only that, the two girls quickly 
left the room, allowing the brothers to have their privacy. 


"What was that about?" Garet adopted his false cheerful 
attitude. "You didn't..." 


"| did," Aaron said hoarsely, his eyes shiny but no tears 
falling. "It's only fair, after all." 


"Didn't I tell you just last night that it was the wrong move? 
And you did it while Jenna was here too?" 


"Hey, | was being a decent guy about it. | said that | didn't 
want her to feel tied down to me while I'm stuck here like 


this. If she starts seeing another guy before l'm out, there 
are no hard feelings, and if not, then we can start over 
again. Even you can't complain that | didn't think it through, 
right?" 


Garet shook his head and sighed. "I'll admit that you took it 
all into account, but it's obvious that you aren't happy about 
the whole thing." 


Aaron's sad smile did not falter, and he shut his eyes as he 
let out a deep breath. "How could | possibly be happy 
breaking up with her? It's not my ideal choice, but | want to 
make sure that she's able to move on in case things take a 
turn for the worst." 


“Aaron...you're not...you're not gonna die, okay? Mia's most 
recent letter said that she and Isaac will be here by 
tomorrow at the latest, but since they're hurrying I'll bet 
they're going to get here sometime today." 


"Heh, you tell me that every day. | told you last night, I'm 
not planning on dy-" 


Aaron's sentence was cut off by a rough series of coughs, 
and Garet tensed each time his brother convulsed. The 
coughing bout began to last for more than just a few 
seconds, however, and Garet quickly realized something was 
wrong when red splotches started to materialize on the 
blanket just below Aaron's chin. 


"Aaron! Aaron!" Garet cried, shooting up to his feet as his 
brother continued to cough up blood. "Gods damn it, don't 
quit on me now!" 


Starting to panic, the older brother tripped over the chair 
he'd been sitting in and angrily kicked it aside as he rushed 
to the door. 


"Elder! Elder, my brother needs help!" 


In a matter of seconds, three priests rushed into the room, 
quickly followed by the Great Healer. Moving at a pace that 
ill befit his age, the white-bearded man rushed to Aaron's 
bedside and joined the other priests who had already begun 
chanting incantations to quell Aaron's coughing fit. Though 
their immediate healing appeared to have an effect, it lasted 
only for a minute or so before blood again splattered 
upwards with each painful croak. 


"Garet!" Kay's voice cried from somewhere behind him. He 
briefly glanced over his shoulder to see his sister and 
grandparents rushing into the room while another priest 
helped bring his mother and father in. "Garet, what 
happened?!" 


"l-I don't know!" he cried back, fighting the tears that were 
brimming in his eyes. "He was just talking like normal a 
minute ago and then all of a sudden he started coughing up 
blood!" 


Everyone in the room was in a state of panic, and Garet did 
not even notice Jenna re-enter the room, nor the tight grip 
she had on his hand. Kay was using what little healing 
psynergy she knew to assist the priests, and Jenna joined 
her after a moment, pouring so much of their fire-aligned 
reserves into the boy that ash and soot began to form on 
their bodies. No matter what they tried, however, Aaron 
continued to convulse, and Garet cried out futilely, cursing 
the fact that he could do nothing but watch as the healers 
failed to heal his dying brother. 


The struggle seemed to last for hours, and Garet felt his 
mind going numb as it continued on and on without end. 
Empty potion vials lay scattered about, though none of the 


concoctions had proven to be any more helpful than the 
healing. Eventually even Garet's mother and grandmother 
began to pour their psynergy into Aaron, leaving the men of 
the family, who unfortunately lacked any healing abilities, to 
continue watching helplessly. 


Time was a lost function at this point, leaving Garet with no 
idea how long it had been when one of the priests began to 
waver in his stance. Before he collapsed, the priest soon 
stopped healing and stumbled back into the wall. 


"What are you doing?!" Garet screamed at the exhausted 
man. "This is no time to rest! My brother is dying!" 


"I-I'm sorry..." the priest panted. "I...I'm completely 
Sapped..." 


Like a chain reaction, the next two priests also fell back, 
having used up nearly all of their psynergy reserves to heal 
the blood-covered redhead. Next was Garet's mother, then 
his grandmother and Kay, leaving only Jenna and the Great 
Healer to pour what tiny amounts of psynergy they had left 
into Aaron. It was not long before the Great Healer himself 
fell back as well, and Jenna, with tears streaming down her 
face as she screamed apologies to their family, finally fell 
back as well, leaving Aaron to hack violently until the worst 
possible outcome occurred. 


The room went silent as Aaron's coughing attack finally 
subsided, and Garet was the first to rush to his brother's 
bedside and take his burn-scarred hand in his. With slightly 
yellowed eyes and a completely drained look on his face, 
Aaron turned to Garet and managed to utter one final 
sentence before his breathing stopped completely. 


"Sorry...| held on...for as long as...! could..." 


And with those final heartbreaking words, Aaron's hand 
went limp in Garet's grip, leaving him with a sense of 
emptiness as he gazed back into his brother's sightless eyes. 


"N-...No, no...you can't... Aaron, you can't... Th-This...i-it's 
too... Aaron... Aaron, wake up! Aaron, gods damn you, wake 
up!" 


Garet screamed and cried as he madly shook his brother's 
hand in both of his. Not since he thought the destruction of 
Vale had killed his entire family had he felt as devastated as 
he did right now, and yet somehow that feeling could not 
even compare to this one right now. He was this close... He 
only had to hold on for one day longer at most. 


"A-Aaron! Aaron!" 


Time was still lost on the screaming Mars adept, but now it 
felt like it had frozen on him as he stared at the blank 
expression of his deceased younger brother. At some point 
Jenna had stepped out of the room, but there was no way 
Garet would have noticed right now. He did not even have 
the dignity to reserve himself like the rest of his family as 
they gathered around the bed in tears. 


"Sol!" he screamed, hoping futilely that the gods might hear 
his plea. "Sol, | beg of you! Please don't take my brother! 
Please give him a chance! He's only a kid: just my baby 
brother! How can you be so cruel?!" 


No matter what he cried to the heavens, he was met with 
nothing in response. Minutes went by and he continued to 
cry out, with none of the others bothering to stop the grief- 
stricken man. When he finally realized the futility of his 
prayers, his face simply fell into the mattress as he 
continued to cry and hold onto Aaron's hand. He felt Jenna's 
arms circle around him from behind, and she whispered 


apologetic words into his ear, but nothing could heal this 
pain he was experiencing now. 


Garet's mind blanked at some point, and he eventually ran 
out of tears to cry. Within the next few moments, he allowed 
his body to move itself instinctually while he continued to 
grieve. He was not even sure exactly when he ended up 
outside of the sanctum, but in the next moment he found 
himself running as fast and as far as he could. Someone 
called his name from behind, and it sounded like Isaac, but 
he could not allow himself to stop as he tried to run from the 
pain that haunted him. 


When he eventually stopped at the edge of Kalay Docks, his 
anger, frustration, and despair had boiled to a point where 
he could not contain himself any longer. Screaming out as 
loudly as he could, he released all his frustrations in the 
form of fireballs as they shot wildly out of his hands and into 
the sky. Why were Isaac and Mia here now, only moments 
too late to do anything to save Aaron? Where were they 
when they needed them? Why did destiny see fit to end 
Aaron's life before he could even hit the same age that Garet 
had been when he set out on his life-threatening journey? 
Had he used up all his family's luck by returning unharmed? 
If this was the price he had to pay, he wished he could have 
come home on the brink of death than have to suffer 
through this unbearable pain right now. 


When his psynergy reserves finally ran out, he slumped 
down onto the pier and allowed what remaining tears he had 
to flow forth. 

"Garet..." Isaac's voice spoke softly from behind him. 


"Why'd you follow me, Isaac?" he asked, doing what he 
could to contain the misdirected anger he felt towards the 


Venus adept. 


There was a slight pause before Isaac spoke again. "I had to 
make sure you were okay. Something clearly happened, but 
you ran off before we could get an answer." 


Garet stayed silent, staring straight out in the direction of 
where Tolbi would be. He forced himself not to look at his 
best friend as he sat down beside him, lest he risk acting on 
his misguided enmity. "Do you want to talk about it?" Isaac 
asked cautiously. 


"What was it like, Isaac," Garet asked without thinking, 
“when you thought your dad was gone forever?" 


Isaac sat stunned for a moment, and Garet could not blame 
him, as even he did not expect those words to come out of 
his own mouth. 


"l...L felt helpless," Isaac managed to stutter. "I thought if I'd 
only gotten there sooner maybe things could've been 
different. It all happened so quickly, and | didn't know what 
to do, sol ran. | thought if I ran, | could run from my 
problems: run from the horrible nightmare that was my 
father's death, Jenna's parents' deaths, Felix's death, the 
deaths that were my fault. | ran straight into Saturos and 
Menardi, and then they almost killed us. At that point, my 
own death wouldn't have mattered to me." 


"Then you know..." the Mars adept spoke shakily. "You know 
what I'm feeling right now. But pain isn't something you can 
run from. It's something you have to face head-on. If you 
don't, you might as well wind up dead..." 


"Garet..." 


"I'm a little jealous, Isaac. In the end, it turned out that your 
father was alive. He was alive and he came back home with 
us. There's nothing like that for me. There's no light at the 
end of this tunnel. | prayed to Sol that he would make it. 
He's been in the sanctum for two months now, as soon as we 
got to Kalay, and | finally thought things were starting to 
look up. | was kidding myself, and now he's never coming 
back..." 


"Who...?" 


Garet's eyes began watering again, and rivers trailed down 
his cheek as he tried to take deep breaths. His lip quivered 
as he tried to speak, but only a quiet moan escaped his 
throat. The more he tried to speak, the more he could see his 
brother's smiling face flash in his mind. It was all because of 
Aaron's recklessness - a recklessness he had inherited from 
looking up to his idiot of an older brother. He was not a role 
model, and he never should have tried to act like on for 
Aaron. 


"So young, so brave..." 


With the feeling of frustration at himself reaching its boiling 
point again, Garet sprang up to his feet and fired into the 
sky again as he roared out to the heavens. 


"AAAAAAAAH! DAMMIT ALL TO HELL! WHY HIM? HE 
WAS STILL JUST AKID, JUST MY BABY BROTHER! 
AARON, WHY?!" 


Sixteen years old, and Aaron would get no second chance. 
There was no higher being to come and save the soul of 
Garet's brother. He was gone, and there was nothing anyone 
could do at that point. He was gone forever, lost to the cruel 
hand that fate had dealt him, leaving his family to despair 
over the death of the youngest member in their family. 


It was only a short while before his reserves emptied again, 
and Garet stumbled down onto the pier again, breathing 
heavily as his tears dripped into the seawater below. 


"Garet, I...I... If you ever need someone to talk to, or 
anything at all... I'm here for you." 


He did not even process Isaac's words, allowing them to pass 
through his ears as he shakily began climbing to his feet 
once again. With his back turned to his best friend, the Mars 
adept slowly started walking back in the direction of Kalay. 


Nothing mattered at all anymore. He had failed in 
everything he had hoped to become. He had failed to 
propose to Jenna earlier in their relationship, he had failed to 
protect everyone as a knight of Vale, and he had failed to be 
someone that his baby brother could look up to as a role 
model. 


He was a failure, and that was what he convinced himself he 
would be for the rest of his days in this world. 


This chapter...oh man, this chapter... | still remember how 
much it hurt to write the parallel chapter in WiH, and that 
only covered the end part of this. Ever since | came up with 
the idea to write this story, I've both dreaded and looked 
forward to writing this chapter. It happened at a rather 
coincidental time as well, as one of my very close friend's 
mother passed away recently, and it was very difficult to see 
how everyone reacted to one of the sweetest women I've 
ever met pass on far too soon. | wanted to capture the 
emotion that filled the church at her funeral for this chapter, 
and | really poured a lot into this, so I can only hope that it 
Came across as such. 


Thankfully, | suspect this is the hardest chapter I'll have to 
write, and though Garet's situation really only gets worse 
from here, | should be able to finish the story with much 
more ease than | did while writing this chapter. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 17*: Declension 


Ah, got a later start on this chapter than | meant to. It's been 
really hot out lately, and | tend to walk to and from work, so 
I've been pretty drained for energy this past week. This has 
basically all been written over the weekend, so | apologize if 
it isn't up to the usual standard. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Declension 


A single church bell rang out clearly, piercing through all of 
Kalay as it heralded the passing of countless Valeans. No 
one wanted to hear it, for it was a true sign of the doom and 
despair that all could feel from the tragedy, and the 
recurrence of the ringing with each passing day served only 
as a reminder that life truly is a fickle thing. 


On a hill just outside of Kalay's borders, hundreds of people 
had gathered to say goodbye to their loved ones. Garet laid 
down the last bundle of wood that Aaron would lie upon 
before rejoining his family. Never did he think that he might 
have to cremate his baby brother, especially not this early in 
his life. It was tradition for adepts to return to Weyard by 
means of their respective element, but Garet still had not 
come to terms with the fact that he would soon be setting 
his brother's body aflame. 


He felt something squeeze his hand lightly, and he looked to 
see that Jenna and her family had come to pay their respects 
as well. As he looked into the distance, Garet could see Isaac 
and Mia heading this way too, and he bit his lip as tears 
welled up in his eyes again. 


"Did you see everyone else?" he asked Jenna, hoping to 
occupy his mind with something other than Aaron. 


"Only some of them," she answered solemnly. "Patcher said 
his dad had already made his peace in the sanctum, so he 
seems to be doing okay." 


"I see; that's good to hear." Garet brought his gaze over to 
where the deceased Venus adepts would be buried, spotting 
the young innkeeper assisting the others. 


"There weren't many Mercury or Jupiter adepts living around 
the Mt. Aleph region, so their casualties have been kept 
relatively low. I...I'm going to help Mia with their funerals 
tonight anyway, but she said that you don't need to feel 
obligated with everything you have going on." 


Garet said nothing in response, only watching as each pile of 
wood was shaped so that the bodies of the deceased could 
lie peacefully atop a burning bed. Though he wanted to say 
he would help tonight as well, he was not sure he had the 
resolve to assist with the other funerals. The Mercury adepts 
would need to be sent off into the sea on decorated boats, 
and the Jupiter adepts would have their ashes carried off by 
the wind; no doubt Ivan would be there to help with the 
event. 


Roughly an hour went by before it was finally time to say 
their final farewells. Garet, his family, and all the others 
watched as officials and volunteers from Kalay carried the 
bodies of the deceased over on stretchers, carefully laying 
the Mars adepts onto their respective wooden "beds." Each 
consecutive tone of the church bell seemed to carry more 
weight to it than the previous, and it was soon muddled by 
the cries and moans of grieving loved ones standing about. 


Garet wanted to look away, but he found his gaze fixated on 
Aaron's mutilated body lying on the bed of sticks before 
him. While his family dropped flowers onto him, Garet could 
only watch while the flowers in his hand were crushed in his 
Shaking fist. When he finally managed to avert his gaze, 
only sorrow and despair greeted his unprepared eyes, 
showing him the bodies of children even younger than 
Aaron lying atop their own stick beds. 


The Great Healers of New Vale and Vault led a procession of 
clergymen with ritualistic torches in hand, chanting out an 
ancient hymn in their deceptively melodious voices. Families 
sobbed and backed away as the healers proceeded towards 
the beds, each member standing before one of the deceased 
as they continued to chant. The flames flickered and danced 
in unison with one another, wavering about as the ceremony 
continued. 


As the hymn ended, the clergymen bowed once to the family 
members, turned, and bowed thrice to those who had 

passed on before they slowly lowered their torches to the 
sticks. As if planned, the beds caught fire one by one, and 
the priests stepped back, bowed again, and turned towards 
the families before beginning a new chant. 


Dias no anarl yuube 

Vi anso i decesitre 
Melcontroé fan duas nitre 
Relebas 


Garet immediately recognized the words of those sung 
during funerals or offerings to the gods in Vale. Though he 
had not been to many, most, if not all, citizens who had 
lived in Vale or New Vale had been taught these sacred 
words at some point in their life. Though he had not recited 
the words in what had to be nearly two decades, they now 


seemed to spring forth from him and the others around as 
the fields outside of Kalay erupted in a chorus of solemn 
voices. 


Solus hi to Luna noche 
Quel e'mo no chassenti 
Nus crolment a so nen 
Kil ismante 


Garet felt his voice begin to crack as his tears began to flow 
uncontrollably down his cheeks. The fires crackled before 
him, and he could only watch and sing in an attempt to help 
his brother and all the others pass on into the unknown 
beyond. Jenna gripped his hand tighter, and he sniffled as 
their voices joined together to continue the hymn. 


He man sur est valen ki 
Fan toscu hohn craccia 
Mei quan t'il mos noxus 
Gelebados 


Terra mon gra 
Ventus sel fuinte 
Ignis an shith'ntos 
Aqua si'l sul 


Adiante! Adiante! 
Revero Solus, Luna e 
Qui maviéle on 


Prascani 


As though Sol itself had listened to their words and 
accepted, the flames grew to blazing heights, taking the 
final steps in what would release the deceased from their 
worldly bodies. Feeling as though Aaron's long suffering had 
come to an end, Garet dropped to his knees and sobbed, 


allowing all his emotions to burst from within him in an 
emotional wave of grief. 


A light drizzle cascaded down as Tyrell headed towards the 
large sanctum on the other side of the city. He kept his gaze 
downwards, unable to look directly ahead in the direction he 
was heading. To lift his head after having read what he did 
would feel wrong, and while he had been waiting for quite 
some time to have some of his questions answered, he 
never expected that his father's life would have taken such 
a drastic turn seemingly out of nowhere. 


Passing through the gate that led to the cemetery, Tyrell 
realized now that Garet had lied to him all those times he 
had said they were just paying their respects to his 
grandparents, Tyrell's great grandparents. Though it was 
true that the two of them had passed away while he was 
still a child, Garet must have been coming to this place for 
the past twenty years to pray for the soul of Aaron, the 
uncle Tyrell never had the chance to meet. 


The rain increased in intensity, pattering softly against the 
headstones. Though he was aware that he was becoming 
drenched, Tyrell ignored the discomfort and continued 
making his way towards his family's grave. Before long, he 
was standing before it, gazing sorrowfully at the wilting 
flowers laid at the base. 


"Dad...Aunt Kay...and Grandma and Grandpa... | had no idea 
they'd lost someone so important to them at such a young 
age." 


Being an only child, Tyrell could not imagine the pain of 
losing a sibling, but he could only imagine what it must have 


been like for his grandparents when their youngest son 
passed away. It only made matters worse to think that he 
was now the same age that his uncle was when he died, yet 
he too had risked his life on a crazy adventure in the same 
way his father had. Was this perhaps the reason that he had 
no siblings; that Garet was afraid to experience loss once 
again? It would not be the most unreasonable or illogical 
conclusion to draw. 


"Tyrell?" someone called to him. He glanced over to see 
Matthew and an elderly man holding an umbrella with his 
only arm. "I thought it was you. What are you doing here?" 


"O-Oh, I'm just here...to pay my great grandma and grandpa 
a visit, that's all..." His eyes were immediately drawn to the 
elderly man's right shoulder, but he quickly averted his gaze 
when he realized that it was probably rude to stare at the 
armless socket. "W-What about you?" 


"It's the anniversary of my grandma's passing," Matthew 
spoke in a solemn voice. "Oh, and I don't know if you ever 
met him, but this ts my grandpa." 


The Mars adept nodded to the man, though it was strange 
that he already knew who this man was without having 
been formally introduced before. 


"You must be Garet's son," Kyle spoke hoarsely, to which he 
nodded again. "Heh, you're the spitting image of him. | can 
only hope you aren't as reckless as he was around your 
age." 


"Ehehe...well, | was but I've been trying to straighten up my 
act ever since | started finding out about his past." 


"| see. That would probably be for the best; l'm sure being 
reckless would only serve to make your father grieve more 


than he already has." 


Tyrell dropped his gaze, and he brushed off Matthew's 
confused questions as the three of them exited the 
cemetery together. When he returned to Ivan's home, Karis 
immediately noticed the water dripping from his clothes and 
practically beat him to death with a towel. Before he really 
had a chance to process what happened, he was sitting on 
his bed with a towel draped over his head, his shirt off, and 
a dry pair of pants put on. Somewhere behind him, Karis 
was complaining that all of his shirts needed to get washed, 
so he would have to go topless for the time being. 


"Hey," he said without turning to face her. "Can you promise 
something for me?" 


"If you're going to say don't go through your drawers, It's 
too late for that. Yuck, what did you even do to stain a shirt 
like this?!" 


"I'm being serious," he tried to sound a little more stern. 
"Hear me out for a second." 


" ..Fine, what is it?" 


He clenched his teeth and tried to hide the fact that his 
hands were tensed into tight fists right now. It was truly 
difficult to say something like this, but he had to make sure 
that he never experienced pain the same way his father 
had; he doubted that he could bear something as 
devastating as what he'd just discovered. 


"If..." he started, stumbling over his words a bit. "If l'm ever 
in a dangerous situation...and saving me meant risking your 
life...don't...don't come for me, okay?" 


The rummaging of his drawers came to a sudden stop, and 
taking a brief glance upwards at the mirror in front of him, 
he could see the horrified look on Karis's face as she stared 
straight at his bare back. 


"What...what are you saying, Tyrell?" she squeaked out. 
"Why would you even suggest something like that?" 


He dropped his gaze from the mirror back down to the floor. 
"L...1 could never forgive myself if someone died on my 
account... | don't...think something life-threatening will 
happen to us anytime soon, but...in case it does, | need you 
to promise me that you'll save yourself." 


"Don't be an idiot!" Her outburst made him jump a little, but 
he continued to stare down at his feet, even when he felt 
her clamber onto the bed and lightly punch him on the back. 
"L..1 couldn't just leave you behind if you were in a pinch! 
How could | live with myself if I let you d-die?! That's just 
pure cowardice!" 


"If it's your life on the line, then being a regretful coward is 
better than being a dead hero. l'm going to tell Matthew the 
same thing the next time | get a chance, so please just 
promise me that you'll agree to this." 


There was a pause as Karis stopped hitting him, her breaths 
slowing to a regular rate. For a while, neither of them said a 
word, and the tension in the room was suffocating. Tyrell felt 
her forehead press against the nape of his neck, her untied 
hair tickling his exposed skin. 


"Why are you saying this?" she spoke just above a whisper. 
"Did...did something happen? | just...! don't understand why 
you would ask something so awful. Isn't...isn't risking your 
life for someone proof that you really care about them?" 


Tyrell sighed and blinked once slowly. "It's not about proving 
how much you care; | already know that you and Matthew 
would do anything for me, and | would do the same for you 
guys. | just...don't ever want to experience the same kind of 
pain that my dad did..." 


He spent the next few minutes explaining what he had read 
about and the horrific things that Garet was put through. By 
the time he had finished speaking, Karis was sitting beside 
him, her head bowed and a matching solemn look on her 
face. 


"That's the gist of it, anyway," Tyrell uttered. "I don't think 
what my uncle did was wrong, but...Dad described it as his 
worst nightmare come to life, the most unimaginably 
devastating thing he's been put through ever since. | know 
that | don't have even a tiny fraction of the mental strength 
that he does, so if you or Matthew ended up...you Know... 
because of me, | don't think I'd be able to keep going..." 


He could feel his cheeks warm slightly, having never spoken 
so truly from the heart like this to anyone, especially not 
Karis. Her reaction was minimal, however, and within a few 
moments, she stood up and went back to rummaging 
through his drawer. 


"/ can't promise it," she said flatly. Before he could retort, 
she continued, "I can sympathize with what you're saying, 
and | know that it's the smartest decision should a situation 
like that arise, but even if | were to promise you now, | 
doubt that | would be able to hold true to that promise." 


",../ get that, but-" 
"No buts. | said I can't, and I don't plan on doing it." 


"You... you really know how to break a person's resolve..." 


"I'm just speaking truthfully, same as you. Now, if you're 
done sulking, we have laundry to do." 


Like a mindless machine, Garet carved a piece of wood into 
the pole of a spear. When it was done, he tossed it with the 
rest of the finished poles and started carving another, 
working without speaking and doing only what he could to 
keep himself occupied. Each day that had passed was the 
Same now: he woke up, came to work, did his job until 
sunset, collected his pay, and then went home. Things had 
become dull, and yet he would not allow himself to find 
enjoyment in his life, at least not for the time being. It was 
too soon, and while he could never expect his soul to heal 
completely, he at least wanted to wait until he could 
acknowledge the horrific memory of New Vale's destruction 
as nothing more than a distant memory. 


"Ga~ret!" someone chirped from the other side of the 
doorway. He haphazardly glanced up to see Roxy poking her 
head through the curtain as she smiled at him. "Dad told me 
to give you your pay and to tell you that you can head home 
now." 


Tossing the unfinished pole back into the pile of raw wooden 
materials, the Mars adept got up from his workbench and 
accepted the bag of gold from Roxy, mumbling out a brief 
"Thanks" and "Good night." 


"Hey, um..." she said, stopping him from leaving the 
building. "I, uh...| know it's only been a couple months 
since...well, you know, but maybe if you tried to be a little 
more social at work, you could take your mind off of it." 


The words seemed familiar, but he wasn't quite sure he'd 
heard them before. It was quite likely that she had been 
saying similar things to him for these past months, but 
nothing she could say would help speed up the recovery. As 
far as he was concerned, her words were nothing more than 
empty condolences, said only out of pity and a desire to 
return him to the Garet she had gotten to know over the 
years. 


"O-Of course, I'm not forcing you or anything," she 
stammered, though he suspected that this was also a 
common follow-up to her advice. "I just...don't think being 
depressed all the time is healthy." 


There was nothing he could say to her in complete sincerity. 
The old Garet would have forced a smile and told her he'd 
Snap out of it in a couple of days at most. The old Garet 
would have made some effort to follow her advice as best he 
could. The old Garet would have appreciated any kind of 
help he could get in a situation that led to him being 
depressed. There were so many things that the old Garet 
would have done, but the inherent problem with all of those 
things... 


...was that he was no longer the old Garet. 


It didn't matter how much time would pass, nor the people 
he managed to surround himself with, Garet knew that he 
would never fully revert back to his old self. There would 
eventually come a time when he could act like his old self 
and put on the face of the Garet from before the eruption, 
but he would never truly be that version of himself on the 
inside. He knew it better than anyone, and it seemed that 
most others knew this to be the case as well. 


",..5ee you tomorrow," he mumbled, practically ignoring 
everything she had said before stepping through the 
doorway and into the cool, night air. 


Oftentimes, Jenna would walk home with him after work, as 
the new bakery she was at was fairly close by. On this 
particular evening, though, she was busy running errands, 
and Garet headed home as quickly as he could, not wanting 
to be alone with his thoughts for too long. Free time and 
days off had become more of a burden than anything, and 
though Garet used to be quite the avid sleeper, he now 
found that his nightmares kept him from continuous slumber 
lasting any longer than a couple of hours. 


"Oh, hi, Garet," Mia's greeted as she nearly bumped into him 
while rounding a corner. "Heading home for the night?" 


"Yeah, you too?" 


"Mhm. I've been spending most nights at the sanctum, but 
Isaac said he'd be back from the eruption site by tonight. | 
suppose that means he'll finally let me know what he's been 
doing over there." 


Garet had nearly forgotten all about Isaac, having kept his 
mind numb to almost all the events going on around him. It 
did not help that the Venus adept had been going to and 
from the edge of the blast radius almost every day. If 
nothing else, Garet was aware that Isaac was also suffering, 
feeling guilty about not being there when it happened and 
postponing his wedding indefinitely until all the refugees 
had secured a new way of living. 


"I've been talking to Jenna lately," Mia said quietly, her tone 
losing its usual lustre. "She... We've both been worried 
about you and Isaac. The way the two of you have been 
handling everything has been...rather concerning." 


She paused, prompting him for some kind of response, but 
he once again did not have one. Realizing this, Mia sighed 
and continued. 


"It isn't that | don't understand what you're going through - 
I'm the last living member of my family, after all - but the 
way you've been occupying yourself for the sake of keeping 
busy is troubling Jenna. She wouldn't mind it if you were 
speaking on a regular basis, but from the sounds of it you 
haven't had a real conversation ever since the funeral." 


Garet folded his arms and turned to look away from Mia, 
finding that facing her while she lectured him was 
exasperating. 


"| don't know what you want me to say, Mia," he 
deadpanned. "Do you want me to apologize and say that I'll 
work on it? Would you believe me even if | said that?" 


"No, but at least it would let me know that you're trying 
enough to get me off your case." 


He scoffed lightly and let out a wry chuckle. "Then let me 
ask you this: how did you cope with your parents’ deaths, 
huh? If it was so easy to just up and talk to people 
afterwards like nothing happened, let's hear how you 
managed to do it." 


Garet darted his eyes towards Mia, who had now dropped 
her gaze downward. While saying that did not seem entirely 
unprecedented, even he realized that speaking in sucha 
manner would get him nowhere with the healer. Rather than 
retracting his statement, however, the Mars adept simply 
sneered and looked away from her once again. 


",..A year," she mumbled, forcing him to look at her once 
again. Mia raised her head to look him in the eye this time. 


"It took me a year before | could finally speak to people 
again, and even then | had trouble putting up a cheerful 
facade. But you have to remember that | only had Alex, 
while you have countless people that love and care about 
you to help you through these dark times. All you have to do 
is Open up to them and let them in." 


"| can't do that." 


"Why? I'm right here, one of your closest friends, practically 
begging you to let me help, so why can't you open up to 
me?" 


“Because you wouldn't understand, alright?!" 


The outburst caught both adepts by surprise, despite the 
fact that Garet was the one who had done so. Combing his 
hand through his hair, he took some deep breaths, but found 
that nothing was helping him calm down. Somewhat 
forcefully taking Mia by the arm, he led her to a place where 
being loud would not disturb any of the sleeping residents 
nearby. 


Once they'd found a quiet location, Garet released her from 
his grip and whirled around to face her. "You couldn't 
possibly relate to what I've been through, Mia," he cried in 
frustration. "How could you expect to sympathize with the 
absolute terror of seeing your entire home destroyed by an 
unstoppable force of nature, or watch as the people you 
grew up with burn in a fire beyond your control? You can't... 
Y-You can't understand what it's like to watch your baby 
brother scream in agony, struck by a fireball that...that 
should have k-killed me instead..." 


His voice wavered, and it took every bit of his dwindling 
willpower to hold back his tears. Mia said nothing, only 


continuing to face him as he slowly broke down in front of 
her. 


"Isaac's father lost his arm because of me. Aaron died 
because of me. | don't have a single scrape or scar on my 
body after everything that happened, yet the two people 
that were with me are dead and physically deformed. My 
father can't walk anymore, my mother has trouble breathing, 
and Kay is at therapy more often than she's at home. So you 
tell me, Mia: who can | possibly go to that can relate to the 
hell I've been to and truly help me overcome my trauma? If 
there even is a person out there with a life as fucked up as 
mine, then | want to meet them as soon as | can." 


Garet panted as those final words left his mouth, and he 
realized that his entire body was brimming with angry, 
hateful emotions. He wanted to break something, physically 
take out all this built-up frustration on the nearest possible 
object. Spotting a barrel and some empty crates nearby, he 
wasted no time or thought on tossing them against a wall 
and stamping the upright remains flat, cursing and growling 
obscenities with each crunch the wooden pieces made. 


He couldn't bring himself to face Mia as he continued 
smashing the broken pieces into the ground. She simply 
didn't understand what he was going through; after all, she 
was not the reason for her parents' deaths, and the worst 
natural disaster he could imagine in Imil would be a blizzard. 
Considering that Imil was almost always snowy, though, 
blizzards could hardly compare to an erupting volcano. 


When he had finally had enough of grinding the wood down 
with his heel, Garet huffed and punched the wall once. Mia's 
hand softly touched his shoulder, and while it helped him 
feel slightly at ease, he brusquely shrugged it off. 


"I'm sorry, Garet," Mia said, though her voice remained in 
that same stern tone from before. "I can't help you get over 
this, and | don't know of anyone who can. | don't mean to 
come off as condescending, but if you allow yourself to open 
up the way you just did for me, then maybe your frustrations 
will leave you sooner than if you keep them bottled up. If...if 
you won't let us in, then you'll have to bring yourself out." 


With that, the Imilian's soft footsteps pattered away as she 
headed towards the place where she and Isaac were staying. 
Garet remained until he was sure he would not catch up to 
her, at which point he slowly turned around and dragged 
himself home. He hated that he had blown up at her like 
that, and though he didn't want to admit it, her advice was 
solid, as he felt much calmer now that he had given his 
built-up emotions a chance to flow out of him. 


Had Mia done that on purpose? It seemed an unorthodox 
approach to force his emotions out of him, especially for the 
fairly passive Mercury adept, but it was hard to imagine that 
she had not planned for something like that. In any case, he 
suspected that she was merely practicing that method on 
him to see if she could get Isaac to do the same. Judging 
from the way she had spoken when she mentioned his 
name, the two men seemed to be in a similar psychological 
and mental state. 


He sat at home by himself for a while, lighting only a single 
lamp as he sat at the kitchen table. This was usually the 
time he hated most: being alone with nothing to do but 
think. Despite his body and mind pleading him to sleep and 
run away from his pain, his conscience forced him to stay 
awake until Jenna got home. He had to speak to her, not 
about anything in particular, but simply to begin the healing 
process. If he could even hold down some kind of broken 
conversation, that would be enough. 


And so, when Jenna stepped in, surprised to see him sitting 
there waiting for her, he spoke to her for the first time in 
what felt like an eternity. His attempts to communicate were 
lacking, and their exchange of words lasted for only a brief 
period of time, but Jenna's smile was all he needed to see to 
make him realize that she was relieved. It only took a few 
words, but if he could show her that he was trying, perhaps 
he could appease her. 


It would be slow, and it would be anything but easy, but it 
was also the first step he needed to take to heal his broken 
and battered soul. 


Bleh, it's shorter than | had hoped, but this chapter was only 
meant to show how he was coping and sort of to reflect on 
how broken he had become by all of the recent events. | 
didn't get much of a chance to showcase Aaron in the earlier 
chapters, and while | tried to include him as much as | could, 
it was hard to really get across the fact that the brothers had 
a pretty close relationship with each other. Hopefully I'm 
managing to achieve that by showing just how hard it is for 
Garet to move on, but that's for you readers to decide! 


In case anyone's wondering or tried to google translate the 
lyrics to the hymn near the beginning of the chapter, the 
words are completely made-up. There's some random Latin 
in there and maybe the odd word or two in Spanish or 
Italian, but for the most part | was making up words that 
seemed like they could be Latin-based, much like Spanish 
and Italian are. I've contemplated setting the hymn to music 
or using some software | have to have a choir recite it, but 
for now the actual sound is up to your own interpretation. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 18*: Facade 


Noooo, I'm already falling behind on my update schedule 
and I'm only writing one story! Work's been really stressful 
and it looks like the VN I'm directing is actually going to get 
off the ground, so I'm only getting busier as the summer 
progresses onwards. Looks like that mid-June outlook was a 
little too optimistic, but It's definitely looking like I'll be able 
to finish this before August, which is just super relieving. 
Considering WiH took me 3ish months and this is taking 
about a year and a half, I'm feeling kind of weird about the 
whole thing :P 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Facade 


It was eight months before Garet was able to speak properly 
once again, and even then he found it difficult to interact 
with people he did not see on a regular basis. From time to 
time, Ivan made a harmless quip about the Mars adept's 
loose tongue finally getting tired after all these years, but 
other than comments like these from his closest 
companions, most people dared not bring up Garet's 
changed personality. 


“Haha, it got busy all of a sudden, hey?" Roxy giggled, 
plopping herself in the seat across from Garet at a lunch 
table. 


“Nothing we haven't seen before," he said flatly, shrugging 
as he stabbed his fork into the potatoes on his plate. "People 
are buying cheap materials before it starts getting cold." 


"| guess, but sometimes | just want to take it easy at work." 
"You mean you don't already?" 


The brunette scrunched her face and stuck out her tongue 
before laughing with the smirking redhead. He looked down 
fora moment as he stuck another forkful of food in his 
mouth, and jumped a bit when he looked up to see Roxy 
reaching for his cheek. 


"W-What are you doing?" he stammered, doing what he 
could not to seem embarrassed by her close proximity. 


"Hmm?" She cocked her head to the side and continued 
moving towards him. "You've got some polishing grime on 
your face; I'm wiping it off for you, silly!" 


The sparkle in her youthful, sexy blue eyes forced him to 
look away as she let out another girlish giggle. "Y-You could 
have said something instead of just reaching over the table." 


"Heehee, no need to be shy, Garet. I'm just making sure you 
keep your hands clean while you eat." 


"What about you?" 
"That's what the napkin I'm holding is for." 


He didn't have a chance to argue back with her as she 
practically forced her fingers against his face to wipe off the 
grime. Taking a few deep breaths, Garet repeated in his head 
that he had nothing to feel nervous about and that Roxy was 
just being her usual, in-your-face self. She was always like 
this, and he had no reason to suddenly get so 
uncomfortable. 


"By the way," she said after sitting back down. "How are you 
holding up? It can't be easy living in that little shack of 
yours, and it seems like most of the Valeans are back on 
their feet now." 


Garet took a moment to think about the answer to that 
question. His current living situation, while rather humble, 
was nothing stressful or difficult, and it was true that most of 
the Valeans had settled into their new homes by now. On the 
outside, he seemed to be doing all right, but deep down he 
knew that his heart still ached for all the lives lost during the 
cataclysm. 


"I'm fine," he answered plainly, hoping to leave this topic as 
soon as possible. "My family's doing better than I thought 
they would be right now, and everyone | know seems to 
have settled in well enough. Actually, | heard that one of my 
old friends and a bunch of others went back to the Goma 
Mountain Range to start over fresh. | don't really think it's 
such a good idea, but it does make me curious to see how 
they're all doing." 


"| heard about that! Yesterday's newspaper actually said that 
they've managed to set up some kind of little mountain 
community near the base of what used to be Vault. It seems 
hard to imagine, but supposedly the mountain range comes 
all the way out past where Vault used to be and it's just 
some big craggy plateau." 


The further into this conversation they delved, the more 
intrigued Garet became, not only because the idea of 
rebuilding some sort of town around there seemed outright 
ridiculous, but also because he knew that Isaac was out 
there doing something with all of them as well. From what 
he'd gathered through letters to and from Patcher, who was 
one of the first people to head back to the mountain range, 


the Venus adept was off in his own isolated part of the 
plateau, only coming to the village site to sleep at night 
before heading off early in the mornings. The last time Garet 
had seen his best friend, Isaac had done nothing but 
apologize for causing Aaron's death, to which the redhead 
could only tell him to shut up lest he erupt in an emotional 
meltdown. 


"All right, you lovebirds, break time's over!" the blacksmith 
called from through the curtain. "Can't let you keep flirting 
on the job, now." 


Garet could not think of anything to say to argue back, 
opting simply to scratch his head and look down. Roxy's 
giggle forced him to briefly look upwards at her, but he 
flicked his eyes back down when he noticed her suggestive 
wink before she turned and headed back through the item 
shop's staff entrance. 


The rest of the work day continued on without incident, and 
it did not feel like much time had passed before the 
blacksmith handed Garet his pay and let him head home for 
the evening. Saying a brief goodbye to everyone in the 
building, the Mars adept started heading towards the 
bakery, hoping to catch Jenna as she was getting off from 
work. 


"Welcome!" the baker greeted as Garet entered. "Oh, it's you 
Garet. Looking for Jenna?" 


"Yeah," he said quietly, averting his gaze from the Valean 
man. It was difficult to face the baker after everything that 
had happened. To this day, the old bread-maker had told 
Garet's family that he was forever in their debt, practically 
sobbing at their feet as he begged their forgiveness for what 
happened to Aaron. The only thing any of them were able to 


say was that as long as his daughter lived a happy life, they 
needed nothing from him. In the end, though, Garet could 
not prevent a slight bitterness from welling up within 
himself whenever he saw the young girl go about her daily 
life as normally as ever. He hated it, but the whole reason 
Aaron had broken it off with her was so that she could go on 
as she was now, though it was unlikely that she was not 
feeling some kind of remorse on the inside. 


"Mm, I'm afraid you missed her," the man said after peeking 
into the back area fora moment. "She got a letter this 
afternoon and left early after reading it. Strange, | assumed 
she had gone to find you..." 


Garet scratched his head, wondering why a letter would 
force her to leave early, but he shrugged it off, figuring he 
could ask when he got home. "Oh, uh, alright then. Thanks 
anyway." 


With a lazy wave, the redhead turned and headed back out 
the door, stepping a little quicker than before to return 
home. A letter right now could only be from Piers or Sheba 
and Felix, as they were the only ones from their travelling 
party that were not currently in Kalay. For the past while, 
Jenna had been concerned that Sheba was not replying to 
their letters, so perhaps the Jupiter adept had finally 
responded with some rather heavy news. 


Lost in his thoughts, Garet stumbled back as he bumped 

into someone rounding a corner. He caught his balance 
against a torch post and managed not to knock over the 
flaming illuminator. Standing up straight, he gasped slightly 
to see none other than Isaac dusting himself off as he got his 
feet. 


"I-Ilsaac?" he stammered unintentionally. 


"I haven't seen you in months and the first thing we do is 
knock each other over when we do. Some things never 
change, eh?" the blond chuckled dryly. 


Rather than laughing at the joke, Garet found himself rather 
nonplussed to see his best friend back in Kalay, and he 
couldn't help noticing that Isaac's appearance resembled 
that of his own from almost a year ago. Despite the fact that 
the blond managed to get a bad joke and a wry chuckle out, 
it was obvious that he was struggling with whatever he had 
been doing in the mountains. 


"What are you doing back here?" he managed to say after a 
short while. "I thought you were off doing something near 
the eruption site." 


Isaac scratched at his sideburns and made a face of 
discomfort, as if to say that he didn't want to talk about it; 
however, the Venus adept forced himself to talk as the two 
started walking somewhat aimlessly down the path. 


"Actually..." he said slowly, pausing to think of what to say 
properly, "I was trying to find you." 


"Me?" Garet cocked his head back in confusion. "To be 
honest, I'm not all that hard to find. | spend all my days 
working over at the armoury, so you should've just gone 
there." 


"| was on my way but I ended up bumping into Jenna..." 


The drop in Isaac's tone set off some concerning alarms in 
Garet's head. This had obviously happened after she left 
work early, and the possibility that the letter was something 
unpleasant had just increased tenfold. Swallowing some 
Saliva, he waited for his friend to continue speaking. 


"Well, she was upset about a letter she'd gotten, so | stayed 
with her until she'd calmed down some. After that, | forgot 
what | was doing and ended up visiting my parents at the 
care home and checking in with Mia at the sanctum. To tell 
the truth, | didn't even remember that | was looking for you 
until we bumped into each other just now." 


",..At least something came out of it. So, what did you need 
me for?" 


Isaac paused for a moment before speaking. "It's...nothing 
bad, but it's kind of time-consuming. | assume you know 
that I've been off in the mountains?" Garet nodded. "I... It's 
hard to talk about but...I've decided that | can't stay here in 
Kalay. | abandoned my family and friends in New Vale, so 
while | was off making my own life great, all of you were 
suffering." 


"Isaac...I've told you a million times that it's not your fault-" 


"It doesn't matter how many times you Say it; | just...I just 
can't stay here. I...l'm building a house at the edge of Goma 
Plateau: the best place for me to keep an eye on Mt. Aleph. | 
wish Mia didn't have to get dragged into this, but she said 
that as long as she can be with me, it doesn't matter where 
we are." 


Garet could not think of a single thing to say in response, 
opting only to sigh as he listened to Isaac. The blond had no 
reason to blame himself for what happened; it was a natural 
disaster that no one could have foreseen or predicted. If 
anyone should feel at fault, Garet thought it should be 
himself. If he could have moved just a little bit faster and 
made quicker decisions, then maybe less people would have 
died. 


"What I'm trying to get at is that | need some help with 
certain sections of the cabin," Isaac continued. "I know 
you're busy with work and all, but if you could just spare a 
week to help me, that'd be all | need." 


In his current condition and state of mind, Garet could see 
that Isaac was not going to settle for giving up on this idea. 
He had already decided to exile himself, and this rare return 
to Kalay meant that he must really need help, especially 
since he had come all this way despite the fact that there 
were all the people closer to him attempting to re-establish 
some kind of Valean community on the plateau. Pinching the 
bridge of his nose, Garet sighed, Knowing he was about to 
Cave in. 


"If it's not too much time, | guess | can," the Mars adept 
spoke reluctantly. "I don't know if | can leave right away, 
though. I'll have to let my boss know, and | still haven't seen 
Jenna or found out what this letter that made her all upset 
said. | might need to stay here for a while until she's feeling 
better." 


A weak smile crossed Isaac's lips. "Of course. I'll do what | 
can until you show up, then." 


Without giving the chance for him to say anything more, the 
blond hurried ahead and half-waved his hand over his 
shoulder as he went off towards the sanctum, no doubt to 
find Mia. With this duty to help his best friend suddenly 
thrust upon him, Garet could only let out another sigh as he 
turned and sauntered towards his and Jenna's house. 


He stopped as his hand gripped the doorknob, wondering 
how he might approach Jenna. Sometimes being forthright 
with her, especially when she was emotional, could backfire 
horribly, and the last thing he needed right now was to 


upset her even more than she already was. Sharply inhaling, 
he swallowed as many of his nerves as he could and turned 
the knob. 


Jenna did not greet him as he stepped into the house; 
instead, Garet was surprised to see that she was already 
lying in bed. Had she become worn out after finding out 
some terrible news? For her to be in bed this early was rare, 
though if he had to guess, the redhead doubted that his 
girlfriend was actually asleep right now. In fact, the closer he 
approached, the better he was able to see that she was not 
in her nightgown, but rather had simply curled up under the 
blankets in her regular clothes. 


"Jen?" he asked softly, poking her cheek gently. "What's the 
matter?" 


The brunette stirred slightly and curled up some more, as if 
doing so might deter him from prodding further. Though it 
was probably the wrong time to think so, Garet forced 
himself not to smile at how adorable she was right now. Sol 
only knew what she would do if she saw him smirking down 
while she was hurting like this. 


"| bumped into Isaac earlier," he continued. "He said that 
you two were together and that you were upset over a letter 
you got at work." 


He watched as she slowly peeked one eye open to look at 
him, and he leaned down to peck her cheek, hoping that 
doing so might ease her soul and allow her to speak freely to 
him. Though he was not entirely sure that his action had 
done so, Jenna did pull the blanket down so that her face 
was fully visible. 


"I-It was from Sheba," she stuttered meekly. "She...said that 
Felix is missing." 


Garet was stunned, and Jenna flicked her eyes toward a 
dresser, to which he stepped over and picked the piece of 
parchment lying atop it. Scanning through it, he could feel 
his heart drop with each word that Sheba had written down. 
Supposedly, Felix had disappeared months ago, but it wasn't 
until just recently that she had told anyone about this. For 
such a serious incident, it seemed odd of her to keep ita 
secret until now. 


"She must have been terrified," Jenna spoke again as if she'd 
read Garet's thoughts. "After the whole Isaac debacle from 
all those years ago, telling us that Felix had gone missing 
would send all of us into a panic. | don't think she wanted to 
keep it a secret; she probably just wanted to find him 
without causing any of us concern." 


"Sheba..." It was hard for Garet to follow that stream of logic 
entirely, but Jenna and Sheba seemed to operate on similar 
wavelengths, able to sense how the other was thinking even 
though only one of them could read the other's mind. 


"I... don't understand," Jenna said, the quiver in her voice 
tugging on Garet's heartstrings. "How could Felix just...just 
disappear? | know he was never the best at showing his 
emotions but...but he loved Sheba. I'm sure of it. | don't 
want to think that something happened to him, but I can't 
even humour the thought that he might just abandon her... 
It's too heartless, especially for him..." 


Putting the letter back down, Garet sat Jenna up and tightly 
embraced her, catching her by surprise as she gasped 
lightly. Though she did not return the gesture at first, he did 
not particularly mind, wanting only to calm her down and 
comfort her right now. More than that, though, he could not 
let her suddenly fall into the same pit of despair he had 
desperately spent the past year clawing his way out of. 


Though Jenna and Felix's bond was not quite as close as the 
two brothers' was, Garet knew just how much the older 
adept meant to his sister, and he would not allow himself to 
watch her struggle the same way he had. 


"It'll be okay, Jen," he muttered as her arms circled around 
him. "Felix is definitely alive, and he wouldn't stay away 
from Sheba unless he had a good reason to. You know that 
better than I do." 


Jenna sniffled as she nodded her head against his shoulder. 
For a while, neither of them moved, continuing to hold one 
another while Luna illuminated the room through the 
window. Garet held onto the warmth that Jenna's body and 
soul poured into him, Knowing that this was one of the few 
precious things he still had available to him after everything 
he'd been through. This love that he felt for the woman in 
his arms was all he sought after, and he knew that to lose 
her would mean losing everything he had left. 


"Soon," he thought to himself and gripped onto her the 
Slightest bit tighter. "When things have settled and I've 
bought the ring, | won't waste a second. Jenna...! promise 
l'm going to make you the happiest woman alive." 


"You're not...mad at me, are you?" 


Jenna crossed her arms and sharply turned her head away 
from Garet. It didn't take a genius to see that she was, 
indeed, unhappy with him. 


"Of course not," she said curtly. "Why should | be mad that 
you're suddenly leaving for a couple of weeks after | caught 
you flirting with the girl at your work?" 


Garet sighed and put his pack down on the ground. 


From the way she was acting now, it was difficult to believe 
that only a week ago Jenna had been tearfully embracing 
him as he comforted her over the disappearance of her 
brother. The incident in question that she had just spoken of 
was nothing more than a simple misunderstanding, though 
Garet would be remiss to deny that Roxy seemed to be 
coming on to him as of late. 


"L-Look, | told you, she just has an in-your-face kind of 
personality," he said for what had to have been the 
hundredth time. "She's well aware that you and | are 
together, and she's been this way with me since the first 
time we met." 


"How is that supposed to make me feel better?!" Jenna 
Snapped. "You're saying that for the past five or however 
many years you've known her, you just a//owed her to flirt 
and get all "in-your-face"? You realize that in-your-face 
doesn't mean that she's shoving her chest into it!" 


"C'mon, Jen, now you're just exaggerating. | said it before, 
she surprised me while | was putting something in the 
furnace, | jumped and stumbled into her, and she grabbed 
onto my arm so that we could both catch our balance. It was 
honestly a crazy coincidence that you happened to step in 
the moment we regained our footing and she was still 
holding onto me." 


The unimpressed look on Jenna's face did not appear to be 
going away anytime soon, and Garet sighed and dropped his 
gaze. Trying to explain himself while she was like this was 
like grasping at smoke, and while he did not want to leave 
while they were arguing like this, lvan was waiting outside 


with his cart, ready to bring both of them out to Isaac's 
unfinished cabin. 


"Whatever, do what you want," the brunette huffed and fully 
turned away from him. "It's not like I'm worried that you'll 
run off and hook up with that bimbo instead of going to play 
house with your friends." 


He opened his mouth to make a retort, but found that only 
short breaths came out as he failed to find the right thing to 
say. Running a hand through his hair, Garet sighed once 
again and stooped down to pick up his bag. She didn't want 
to deal with him right now, and he did not exactly have 
much else to say that might help convince her of his loyalty. 
Turning and stepping towards the door, he opened it slowly, 
unsatisfactorily looked at her back over his shoulder, and 
walked out of the house. There may as well have been a 
raincloud floating above him as he dejectedly dragged his 
feet towards Ivan's transportation cart. 


"You look lively today," the Jupiter adept greeted. Garet 
simply grumbled incomprehensibly as he took his seat and 
felt the cart bump along. 


There were a few ways that he could look at the situation. 
The first would be for him to take her anger at face value 
and do whatever he could to appease her when he returned; 
another was that he could feel at least a little relieved that, 
despite her anger, she was acting in a way that she would 
have before the disaster hit. If he considered the latter, he 
did not mind if she got angry with him every now and then, 
though the reasoning for this particular incident did irk him. 
Most of her outbursts from before were due to his blunders, 
but this time it was simply her own misunderstanding of the 
situation and a stubbornness that prevented her from seeing 
it any other way. 


"Let her cool off for a while," Ivan said after a while of 
travelling, supposedly having read Garet's mind. "Jenna's 
always hotheaded, so she'll realize she was quick to jump to 
conclusions and feel bad that she didn't hear you out." 


"I know, it's just so frustrating is all," Garet groaned, lolling 
his head against the backboard. "Do you and Sam ever fight 
like this?" 


Ivan shrugged and kept his eyes on the road. "Yeah, from 
time to time; it's something every healthy couple does. It'd 
seem kind of unnatural if couples didn't argue, wouldn't it?" 


"| guess, but Isaac and Mia..." 


“Haha, they're the exception. All-forgiving Mia is near 
impossible to force anger from, and Isaac hardly ever does 
anything worth getting worked up over." 


Garet smirked at the honesty of Ivan's words, though he 
wasn't about to deny the complete truth behind what he'd 
just said. Isaac and Mia were almost sickeningly compatible 
with each other, and their lack of arguments and complete 
synchronization of thoughts made every other couple 
around them look bad. As if it weren't already enough that 
they were celebrated as a celebrity couple in Imil. 


For the next few hours, the two men chatted and laughed 
about a myriad of different things, though Garet was unable 
to fully shake the thought of Jenna from his mind. It had 
been so long since she had gotten angry with him that 
experiencing it now, especially when he would not be able 
to make it up to her anytime soon, came as a shock. If he 
could have put off going to Isaac's for just one day, maybe 
he would have been able to patch things up with her, or at 
the very least gotten her to properly listen to what he was 
Saying. 


It was not until the grass started disappearing from the land 
that Garet's thoughts of Jenna were pushed to the back of 
his mind. Both men had stopped talking a short while ago 
when the scorched wasteland had come into their field of 
vision, and with each second that passed, the devastation of 
Mt. Aleph's eruption only became more and more apparent. 


The land itself had become unfamiliar, with crevasses and 
raised sections of land turning what had once been great 
plains into a craggy desert. Wooden posts with coloured 
ribbons tied on showed the path that people travelled on 
now that the old roads had been completely burned away. 
Within twenty minutes of entering the desert plains, 
psynergetic ash began to descend, sparkling purple as it 
coated the dusty, dry earth upon which they traversed. 


Before long, Ivan and Garet had made it to some kind of 
outpost at the base of what seemed to be a mountain. A 
nearby sign showed that this was not actually a mountain 
but a plateau, and Ivan was quick to check his horse in at 
the scarcely occupied stable, allowing the two men to 
ascend the pathway on foot. 


"That outpost..." Ivan said quietly, "it used to be Vault." 


Garet whipped his head around to look, but he could not 
recognize anything that would indicate the place used to be 
Vault. All that was there were a couple of cheaply 
constructed buildings, a stable, and some tents that people 
had pitched. Though Vault was not exactly a large or 
thriving village, it was lush and peaceful, not ragged and 
run-down. 


"Why are they staying there?" Garet asked, more to himself 
than to Ivan. "Wouldn't it be easier to stay in Kalay or at 
least join up with the others at the mountain village?" 


Ivan did not answer at first, but it seemed as though he had 
only paused to think. "It's probably because they can't let 
go. Be honest, if it weren't for Jenna or your family, you'd 
have joined all the people that are trying to re-establish 
Vale, wouldn't you?" 


The Mars adept rubbed his nose, scratching the whiskers on 
his upper lip. "...Maybe, it's hard to say what | would have 
done if the circumstances had been different." 


There was another pause in the conversation before Ivan 
spoke slowly. "Well... maybe you wouldn't have. From what 
I've heard from Patcher...almost everyone living in the 
community lost most of their family in the disaster. Young 
families that lost their parents had no obligation to stay in 
Kalay, people who had lost everyone, even the elderly who 
could barely help in the rebuilding process. The mountain 
community...as much as | hate to Say it, it's basically a place 
for people to despair when they have nothing else to lose." 


"That's...a pretty heavy thing to mention when we're on our 
way out there." 


Ivan smiled lightly and let out a short chuckle. "Heh, don't 
worry too much; | doubt the place is all doom and gloom, 
otherwise they wouldn't have even bothered to try building 
it. Besides, you saw the guys at that outpost, and they didn't 
seem very depressed." 


"Yeah, that Carver guy was something else. You'd hardly 
believe he'd been through a disaster with how enthusiastic 
he seemed." 


Despite the following chuckles and seemingly lighthearted 
mood, the devastation of the land still weighed heavily on 
both men's minds. The sounds of hammers and construction 
started to build after they'd walked up for about a half hour, 


and soon after they were able to see the small community of 
workers buzzing about to construct the village with a sign 
that read "Patcher's Place." Though it might seem lively to 
any casual onlooker, both Garet and Ivan could see the 
hidden struggles behind each person's mask as they went 
about their work the same way any worker would. 


"There are a lot of good people here," Garet muttered as 
they continued past the village and towards a tunnel. "I had 
no idea that so many of them lost their families. You'd never 
even guess just by looking at them." 


"This isn't even the worst of it," Ivan spoke solemnly. "Sure, 
all these people are hurting, but they've found others they 
can relate to and by building a community based around 
one specific group of people, it should be able to thrive even 
if it never grows beyond this size." 


Garet stopped before they entered the cave mouth, turning 
to Ivan as he processed his words. "Then what's the worst of 
it?" 


Ivan continued to walk slowly, taking the first few steps into 
the cave, which prompted Garet to follow suit once the 
younger adept was a few metres ahead of him. The Mars 
adept suspected that Ivan would say nothing, forcing him to 
see what he meant once they got to it, so he jumped in 
surprise when the Jupiter adept's voice echoed inside his 
head instead of against the walls of the cave. 


"The fact that Isaac is so down on himself that he won't 
even join the despairing people at Patcher's Place." 


Garet stopped walking again, and this time Ivan stopped as 
well. The younger man slowly turned to face him with a stern 
look on his face, and Garet gulped now that he fully 
understood just what they were getting into. 


"I don't know how Isaac seemed when you last saw him," 
Ivan spoke aloud this time, "but when he came to ask me to 
help, his regular front was pretty convincing, and | doubt | 
would have been able to notice how much he was struggling 
if not for his physicality and his incredibly unstable 
thoughts." 


"Yeah," Garet said while nodding once. "I...figured that he 
wouldn't come asking us for help if he wasn't in a really bad 
place since there are all the people just on the other side of 
this tunnel he could have asked. Even then...! didn't really 
think he was hurting as badly as he is." 


Ivan nodded and turned away for a moment. "Garet...| know 
it's selfish of me to ask you to do this, but...do what you can 
to be like your old self around him." 


The redhead blinked, unsure of what exactly Ivan was asking 
of him. 


"You and | both know that Isaac is blaming himself 
unnecessarily, and it's pretty much impossible to convince 
him otherwise at this point. |...1 realize it's asking a lot of 
you, especially since you...have a more viable reason to be 
hurting right now than he does, but I think he'll be able to 
Snap out of this sooner if he gets the idea in his head that 
things are back to normal." 


The moment Ivan finished speaking, Garet was hit with an 
epiphany so hard that he could practically feel the force of it 
smashing into his face. For this past year that he had been 
in a dark place, he was now able to realize that Jenna, Mia, 
Sam, Ivan, and even Roxy had been treating him close to the 
same way they always had, albeit without any real teasing 
or annoyance towards his downer attitude. Though Ivan said 
nothing now to indicate that he had done so for him, the 


look in his eyes spoke volumes, allowing Garet to fully 
understand that the younger man hoped to achieve the 
same results he had with Garet by doing the same thing for 
Isaac. 


"It doesn't have to be perfect," Ivan added. "Just...enough to 
make him feel like he isn't so alone in the world. He has us, 
and we're going to help him every step of the way, even if 
we know that he can do it without us." 


With that simple statement, Garet knew without a doubt 
that what Ivan was really saying was that because it had 
worked for him, it will work for Isaac as well. He wanted to 
truly and genuinely thank Ivan for what he had done behind 
the scenes all this time, but now was probably not the best 
time, especially when he took into account that the younger 
man had not outright said he had done any of these things. 
Lifting his chin up and stepping past Ivan to continue 
through the cave, Garet spoke strongly, doing the best 
impression of his old self as he could so that he might save 
his best friend the same way that Ivan had saved him. 


"Damn right I'll help! If Isaac keeps on moping around 
forever, | might just have to kick his ass! | still owe hima 
good whooping for that time he broke my nose and threw 
me in a frozen pond. Haha, better watch yourself, blondie!" 


And with that forced laugh, he marched through the cave, 
hoping only that by working through this problem, it might 
set in motion the upward climb towards an ending where he 
and all the others could go on to lead happy, healthy lives. 


Lol, | don't know how obvious it is to you readers, but I'm 
really itching to write some Garet x Jenna romance. The 
problem is that their story really just isn't as fluffy and 


heartwarming as Isaac and Mia's was in WiH, and even 
though the two of them have some nice moments, they're 
much more short-lived. The worst part is that | know of one 
good moment between the two Mars adepts that's coming 
up, but I can't actually write it until a bunch of other stuff 
happens, including a lot of bickering between the two. If 
there's one good thing, though, it's that Garet's depression 
and emotional pain is way easier to write and much more 
justifiable than Isaac's was. 


I'm going to be pulling a whole bunch of overtime at work 
over this next week, so while | hate to say it I'm probably not 
going to get the next chapter written by Monday like | would 
ideally like to. My guess is it'll be finished by Wednesday at 
the earliest and two weeks from now at the latest. It's rough 
irritating but them's the breaks, kids. 


Thanks to Matthew Terra for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-GengaJ/upite 


*Chapter 19*: Dynamic 


So little time, so much to get written. Assuming | make this 
just as long as WiH, there should only be about 30k words 
left to write, which averages to about six chapters, but | 
don't really want to rush through it, especially since there 
are three more years of coverage to get through. At the 
same time, I'm really pushing to get this story finished so | 
can take a short break from writing before | dive into my 
other two stories. I'd rather just get them all written, but | 
really have so much going on right now that even getting 
this one written on time is becoming a struggle. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Dynamic 


Chasms and rock stretched as far as the eye could see, 
leaving only a mixture of browns and oranges to be 
witnessed from the edge of what was now Goma Plateau. 
Dust whipped up in the wind, sparkling as the psynergetic 
particles mixed themselves into the loose soil. In the far 
distance, the tip of where Mt. Aleph once stood could be 
seen, the lava bubbling and bursting every so often in an 
eerie red glow. 


Garet wiped the sweat from his brow as he stood at the edge 
of the cliff. Despite arriving at the cabin with Ivan only three 
days ago, the two of them were surprised to find that Isaac 
had nearly completed the entire bottom floor of the building 
on his own. The construction was somewhat novice, and 
there were obvious areas that would need to be rebuilt if 
they were to hold another floor above them, but other than 
these few sections, the work was impressive for one 


depressed man to complete on his own. If nothing else, 
Garet was most relieved that he would not have to trek 
through the tunnel every day to stay at the village now 
known as Patcher's Place; oddly enough, Isaac had 
supposedly never stayed there once, leading the Mars adept 
to believe that he must have slept in an unfinished cabin for 
the past year that he had been building it here. Patcher 
must have lied in his letters when he said that Isaac had 
been sleeping in the village so that the others would not 
worry. 


The redhead turned his sights away from the bubbling lava 
as he stepped back inside, his fist unclenching as he did so. 
He knew that neither of them truly deserved to exile 
themselves to such a forsaken place, but Garet knew that 
between himself and Isaac, it was not his best friend that 
should be keeping watch on Mt. Aleph. Isaac's involvement 
in the catastrophe, or lack thereof, was due to the 
circumstances of where he lived: there was simply no way 
for him to know. Garet, on the other hand, felt that he had 
failed to protect the ones he loved, and even now that his 
family had finally managed to recuperate from the physical, 
mental, and emotional damage inflicted upon them, his own 
powerlessness was unforgivable. 


Laying the floorboards down on the unfinished second level, 
Garet could see Ivan stepping gingerly as he used Carry to 
bring the wood with him without adding any extra weight. 
Below, Isaac steadied a support beam at the end of a wall. 
From the look of things, Garet's help was not needed right 
this second, so he wordlessly stepped into his temporary 
bedroom so he could wait until they required his assistance. 


Isaac's carrier pigeon chirped softly within its cage. Garet 
sighed as he looked at the empty windowsill, once again 
disappointed that Jenna had not replied to him. The day 


after he had arrived, he had promptly written a letter to her, 
describing how things were out here while also slipping ina 
few apologies. Isaac's pigeon had returned later that day 
with nothing attached to its leg, which was somewhat 
upsetting but not altogether unexpected. Again, he sent 
another letter yesterday, only to receive another letter-less 
pigeon, and today marked the third day in a row that Jenna 
had blatantly taken the letter and sent the bird back with 
nothing. 


"Is she really that upset about this?" he muttered. While he 
had always known that Jenna was not the most rational 
thinker when her emotions came into play, he did not expect 
something like this to go on for as long as it had been. 


A flash of red appeared before his eyes to reveal one of his 
djinn sitting on the windowsill. 


"Heehee, missing Jenna, are we?" Shine's feminine voice 
giggled in Garet's head. 


"It'd be worse if | wasn't," he grumbled back, stepping over 
to the bed and falling backwards onto it. "Are you going to 
give me a hard time about it?" 


"Haha, normally | would, but I think I'll hold back today." The 
Mars djinni floated over to where he was and landed lightly 
on his chest, though he did not bother lifting his head to 
look at her. “Besides, if | bugged you now, you probably 
wouldn't be any help to Isaac." 


"Glad to know you're looking out for him over me." 


"Well, | wouldn't say I'm looking out for him so much as I 
don't want to risk getting yelled at by Flint. Usually Tinder 
stops me from bugging you when Jenna's around, so I'm a 


little bummed out that I can't do anything when the perfect 
opportunity is right beneath my feet." 


Garet let out a breathy chuckle and mindlessly swatted at 
Shine as if she were a fly. "What about Fever? She doesn't 
really like it when you're all messing around either." 


"Fever's kind of a pushover. When it comes to you, she 
usually assumes our teasing Is justified because you tend to 
do things that aren't very smart." 


",..You realize that you're poking fun at an emotionally 
scarred person right now, don't you?" 


"Hehe, I'll know the moment things are getting taken too far. 
Remember, as soon as your mental state starts to waver, I'll 
start to feel your stress on my body right away." 


Garet paused for a moment, his smile melting away into a 
slightly unhappy resting face. "Is that how it works for 
you...? | guess | should apologize, then." 


Shine hovered over in front of his face and tilted her head to 
the side. “Apologize? What for?" 


"Well...if my mental stress becomes physical stress for all of 
you, then this year must have been absolute torture. If I'd 
known that before, | would have understood if you left." 


The Mars djinn bobbed up and down a couple of times 
before responding. "/'d probably die of guilt if |! abandoned 
you when you were hurting so much. We all did our best to 
keep you safe while you were running through the fire, too. 
Keeping you alive and protecting you when you're weak is 
our responsibility as your servants." 


Garet paused as he let Shine's words really sink into his 
head. He did recall Flash creating a barrier to protect them 
for some time during the firestorm, but other than that and 
feeling a general resistance to the heat and flames, he could 
not even recall the last time he'd spoken to his djinn. Had 
they been waiting until his mental state had reached 
something of an equilibrium? Considering what she had just 
told him, he could not help wondering how Isaac's djinn 
were faring while the Venus adept himself was in such a 
dark place. 


"Servants only in name," Garet mumbled. "I'm not your 
master, and | don't think I've ever allowed any of you to 
acknowledge me as one. We're partners, that's all. Besides... 
can djinn even fee/ guilt? From what Fever's told me, you 
guys still haven't grasped the concept of emotions entirely." 


"Haha, guilt isn't really an emotion. It's more like...a moral 
concept. Either way, Fever's just an old-fashioned djinni, so 
her range of emotions only goes as far as the basics: 
happiness, sadness, anger, you know, easy stuff. Anyone 
younger than her has a decent grasp on most of the more 
complex stuff. It's what makes us so much more interesting 
than the oldies like Bane." 


"Interesting, huh? More like irritating." 


Their conversation was cut short when Isaac stepped into 
the empty doorway to let Garet know that they would need 
his help for the next section they were putting up. Feigning 
an enthusiastic attitude, he jumped up from the bed and 
followed Isaac with a smile on his face, seeming eager to do 
whatever was asked of him. In many aspects, Garet was still 
helpless now, unable to work through his own problems 
without the help of a third party; he knew this, and that was 
why he had to be that third party for his suffering best friend 


right now. While his own problems were not exactly 
secondary, helping out Isaac was the more direct and 
pressing matter at hand. 


And so he continued to play the upbeat, foolish best friend 
that Isaac had grown up with. He cracked jokes to lighten 
the mood even though he felt idiotic doing so. He made 
clumsy mistakes that were easily fixable even though he 
knew it was just a waste of time. He cast aside his own 
problems until such a time when he would truly have to face 
them again. He knew Ivan watched his antics with 
remorseful eyes, and he knew that Isaac was hardly reacting 
at all to the goofy things he did, but Garet was determined 
to heal Isaac, even if he had to put his own dignity and 
sense of restraint on the backburner. 


By the end of the week, Garet was both physically and 
mentally exhausted. Putting up such a front while working 
all day to build a house was anything but healthy, and he 
was not sure that his facade was still going at a believable 
level any longer. Heaving his belongings over his shoulders, 
the redhead rubbed his sore muscles and cracked his 
stiffened neck a few times. 


"| really can't thank you guys enough," Isaac said as he 
stood in the front doorway. The three men looked up, all 
fairly astonished that they had managed to complete most 
of the top floor during their relatively short stay here. 


"Don't sweat it, Isaac," Ivan said cheerfully. "If you need any 
more help, just send either of us a letter and we'll get here 
as soon as we Can." 


"You know it!" Garet used up what little fake enthusiasm he 
had to shout. 


Isaac smiled weakly. "Thanks, guys. | should be able to finish 
off the rest on my own. Actually, | already told Mia to come 
as soon as she could. | would've liked to wait until it was 
done, but...well, I'd rather not keep living apart from her." 


Ivan and Garet both nodded to the Venus adept, and then in 
turn stepped up to shake his hand before they headed off. 


"Take care of yourself, buddy," Garet spoke in a more serious 
tone. He was extremely relieved that Isaac was unsurprised 
by his sudden change in character, and simply bid him 
farewell as he re-entered the cabin. With everything 
completed, Garet let out the longest and loudest sigh of his 
life, stumped his posture, and managed to drag himself over 
to where Ivan was. 


"Well, that wasn't so bad, was it?" the Jupiter adept teased 
as they crossed the bridge. Garet scowled at him, unwilling 
to listen to any kind of jokes right now. 


"| don't know how | used to be like that all the time," he 
grumbled before yawning. "Even though it was my regular 
personality, | feel like | wasted a ton of time and energy 
doing crappy little things that could easily be avoided." 


"Heh, and now you understand why we used to tease you all 
the time for not being too bright." Garet knew the younger 
man was right, so he did not bother exerting unnecessary 
energy trying to argue back. "Anyway," Ivan continued when 
they entered the tunnel, "did you manage to patch things 
up with Jenna?" 


He shook his head and reached into his pocket to retrieve a 
crumpled letter he had written this morning. "I wrote to her 
every day, and Isaac's pigeon always came back empty- 
handed." 


"Pigeons don't have hands." 
",. Just shut up, will you?" 


Ivan chuckled lightly but held up his hands in jest. "Sorry, 
sorry, so what are you going to do when you see her again?" 


"No clue." 


Garet sighed and used the minimal cave light to skim over 
the unsent letter. Why was Jenna so angry in the first place? 
He could understand if they had been caught in a more 
compromising position or something, but the reality was 
that Roxy truly had only grabbed onto his arm. Thinking 
back on it, he did recall her sort of hugging onto his arm 
instead of just gripping onto him with her hands, but, again, 
it was all so that they could catch their balance. Was Jenna 
really so protective of the man she loved that she would not 
even allow another woman to harmlessly touch him? The 
more he thought about it, the more he realized just how 
little he understood about Jenna's current resentment. 


"If you want," Ivan said after a while in silence, "you could 
ask Sam for some advice. We probably won't get back very 
late, so | doubt she'll mind if you pop in with me fora 
second." 


Garet pondered the idea for a moment, but shook his head 
when he realized that the couple probably wanted to spend 
some time alone, time which he neither wanted to interrupt 
nor ruin with his relationship problems. 


"I think she's just upset about too many things," he spoke 
softly, his voice reverberating like a hum against the cavern 
walls. "First there was the loss of our home, then I was in a 
dark place where she couldn't do much to help, and then 
when | finally started getting better she got that letter about 


Felix going missing. I'm sure she's just built up too much 
stress, and misinterpreting what she saw made all of her 
emotions overflow." 


"Mm," Ivan hummed, nodding as they stepped out of the 
cave, the sounds of Patcher's Place echoing in the canyons 
below. "That's definitely possible, though | thought Jenna 
was uSually the type to speak her mind all the time; helped 
her from getting that stressed, y'know?" He paused while 
Garet bobbed his head back and forth. "Also...| don't think 
she entirely misinterprets your relationship with Roxy." 


Garet stopped in his tracks the moment those words left 
Ivan's mouth. The Jupiter adept turned around to face the 
taller man, an unsure look on his face. 


"What the hell's that supposed to mean, Ivan?" Garet 
growled. "You think | would cheat on Jenna?!" 


"Whoa, no, that isn't what | meant," Ivan spoke quickly. 
"Look, what I'm saying is...well, to put it bluntly, I'm almost 
certain Roxy has a thing for you. Whether she does or not 
isn't really the point, but she definitely flirts with you, and it 
isn't exactly a secret that she's super attractive. Try and 
think of it that way for a second and you'll see where Jenna 
is coming from." 


Garet ran a hand through his spikes and exhaled deeply 
through his nostrils. It wasn't as though he did not already 
suspect Roxy had some sort of infatuation with him, but he 
really did believe it to be in her nature to flirt and invade 
personal space a bit. Even though she worked in the item 
shop on the opposite side of where the weapon shop was, he 
was still able to see and hear her working, and from what he 
could tell she spoke to customers, male and female, in much 
the same way she spoke to him. 


"Maybe it's hard to tell because you don't think of her that 
way,' Ivan said, apparently having picked up on Garet's 
thoughts. "She really is more handsy and girly when she's 
around you, though." 


"Well...couldn't you just say that's because we've known 
each other for years now? We're pretty familiar with each 
other, and | see her basically every day." 


"That could be true, but you're missing the point again: try 
to look at this from Jenna's perspective. She's never really 
been the most cool-headed person, and you should know 
that better than anyone." 


Again, Garet ran a hand through his hair, averting his gaze 
toward the bustling mountain village as they passed it by. 
Whether Jenna was hotheaded or not didn't tend to affect 
how long she stayed angry about something; usually it only 
changed how explosive she was when she let her emotions 
out. Was it possible that something else had made her 
misinterpretation even worse than it had been? The only 
thing Garet could suspect was that he tended to get 
flustered whenever Roxy did or said anything mildly 
flirtatious. Maybe the blush on his cheeks had bothered 
Jenna, but even that should not have made her angry 
enough to continue simmering like this. 


"Is this the first time she's gotten mad about something to 
do with Roxy?" Ivan inquired. 


Garet paused to think. Jenna had made a few offhand 
comments about her for the past few months, but they were 
never things that he would have taken as more than a 
clashing of personalities. 


"I'm pretty sure Jen just isn't that fond of her," he answered 
plainly. "She's never said it outright or told me I shouldn't 


get too close to Roxy, so there was never anything to 
suspect." 


"And that's probably the root of all these problems," Ivan 
chuckled wryly. Garet raised an eyebrow, prompting the 
blond for an explanation. "Jenna's never going to say those 
things outright...well, she might say that she doesn't like 
Roxy at some point, but she doesn't want to tell you who you 
can and can't be friends with. | bet she's only a little mad at 
you for not picking up on how she feels right away, and 
more annoyed at herself for getting wound up about 
something as trivial as you making friends with a pretty girl 
she doesn't like." 


The moustached man blinked a couple of times in surprise, 
unsure of how to respond to Ivan. When he finally managed 
to get some words out, they weren't the ones he really 
wanted to Say. 


"When did you get so good at understanding girls?" 


The shorter adept stopped for a moment before bursting into 
a fit of laughter. "Good at understanding girls? Haha, well, 
I'd assume it's because Sam talks to me about her life all the 
time. She's pretty good at understanding how guys and girls 
think, so she always tells me in a way that's easy to 
understand. | guess the other thing is this whole mind 
reading thing getting out of control; | can't help picking up 
on stray thoughts now and then, and the power doesn't 
exactly discriminate based on sex." 


"Still..." 


"Just relax, Garet. All you have to do is talk things out with 
her when you get home and apologize a few times, even if 
you don't think it's your fault. Do that, and | bet Jenna will 
be back to her normal self in no time." 


Of course, giving the advice was nowhere near as difficult as 
actually putting it into action, and it felt like no time had 
passed at all from when Ivan had spoken those words to now 
when Garet found himself standing alone in his doorway 
with only his pack to give him support. A chill ran up his 
spine as he raised his shaking hand to stick the key in the 
lock. Though it was still light out, it was late enough that 
Jenna was probably home, meaning that he had no more 
time to prepare himself. With a gulp, he clicked the key to 
the side and softly opened the door, cringing as it creaked 
on its hinges. 


Jenna was sitting on the sofa with a book, and she looked up 
at him blankly as he stepped in. "You're home," she said 
without a hint of either malice or happiness in her voice. 


"Y-Yeah," he said weakly, a bit confused by her lack of 
emotion. "I, um...wasn't sure if you had been getting my 
letters." 


"| got them," she deadpanned again. "Sounds like you had a 
successful week. Is his house done, then?" 


"Mostly...but..." he took a deep breath and began to step 
over to where she was, hoping that this small bit of resolve 
would get him through the inevitable conversation. "How 
were things...this week? Are you still, um, mad at me?" 


She did say anything at first, and Garet held his breath in 
anticipation for whatever she might be preparing herself to 
do. With an aggressive-sounding sigh, the brunette stood 
from her seat and stepped up to him. He shut his eyes and 
prepared for her to smack his forehead, but opened his eyes 
in surprise when he felt her body pressed lightly against his 
torso. 


"Uh...Jen?" he asked shakily. "A-Are you okay?" 


She nodded against him. "Yeah, I'm fine, and..." Jenna 
paused to look up at him, then lowered her gaze again as 
she continued, "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Garet." 


He was stunned by her apology, and instinctually wrapped 
his arms around her despite his inability to think of 
something to say. Though she did not seem very upset, he 
could tell by the laboured way she returned his embrace 
that she was truly pouring her feelings into him right now. 


"| don't want you to think I don't trust you," she said softly. "I 
just... The thought of you being with anyone else is awful... 
And when your letters came I...| couldn't think of what to 
say. It sounded like you were having a rough time out there, 
and it made me feel stupid for getting mad at you over 
nothing. You've already gone through so much and for me to 
get mad at you like that... | wasn't going to give you a 
Shallow apology by letter; | had to do it in person." 


To hear that she had been thinking about him this much 
while he was away created a warm feeling from within. Garet 
couldn't help the edges of his lips from curling upwards 
slightly as he squeezed the woman he loved just a little bit 
tighter against him. 


"Hey," he said soothingly, making sure that he sounded 
genuine, "if we fight, then we fight, that's all there is to it. 
You and | have always had this kind of relationship and it 
would be weird if it ever changed. It doesn't matter how long 
you get mad at me for or what happens; l'Il always come 
running back to you, Jen, and that's a promise." 


There was a short silence between them, and the longer it 
lasted, the more Garet started to feel embarrassed about the 
sappy line he had just spouted. With his cheeks and ears 
turning a deep pink, he could only smile sheepishly as Jenna 


slowly looked up, their eyes meeting in a loving gaze. The 
stress and worry in his heart all melted away as her face 
softened into a smile, one that he felt like he had not seen in 
ages. 


“Remember what | said when we first moved in together?" 
she asked suddenly. 


"That long speech you gave? Which part?" 


Jenna giggled softly as she pressed the side of her face 
against his chest. "'/ know that we're going to have 
arguments and disagreements in the future, but from now 
on we're in each other's care. I'm going to be there for you 
whenever you need me and l'm going to rely on you when I 
need you.' We've been through a lot since then, but for the 
first time | feel like we've really reached a point where we 
can rely on each other no matter what. All the hard times... 
no matter how horrible they've been, have brought us closer 
together." 


Something in that moment awakened in Garet, and the 
warmth he felt radiating from Jenna was stronger than it had 
ever been before. Gently releasing her from his embrace, the 
redhead dropped his pack off in their bedroom and quickly 
marched back into the main living area, his heart pounding 
wildly in his chest. 


"W-Wait, where are you going?" Jenna asked as he started 
heading towards the door. In one swift motion, he spun 
around, kissed her passionately on the lips and smiled as he 
pulled away from her slightly stunned expression. 


"There's something | need to take care of before it gets too 
late. I'll be back in a little while, okay?" 


Still a bit dazed from the sudden kiss, Jenna could only nod 
as he turned back around and headed out the door. 


Once he was outside, Garet took long, quick strides towards 
the marketplace, Knowing exactly where he was headed and 
exactly what he was doing. Never had his heart pounded so 
hard in his chest, nor had he ever felt this much conviction 
and resolve within himself to do something, but what he was 
doing now had been a long time coming. Spotting the 
proper shop just a short distance ahead, he practically ran 
towards the building and floated inside. Without missing a 
beat, he stepped up to the counter and spoke before the 
clerk could even welcome him. 


"I'd like to place an order," he bellowed, the volume of his 
voice surprising both the clerk and himself. 


"Y-Yes, of course," the bespectacled employee answered 
shakily. "And what will you be ordering, sir?" 


Garet smiled as he eyed the engraved sign above the clerk's 
head. In fancy curvature painted on in gold, the sign read 
Goldsmith & Jewellers: Custom-made and Imported Fineries. 


"A custom-order ring. I'm...I'm going to propose." 


Gah, thanks to all the overtime | worked, it took me way 
longer to write this than normal and | didn't even write as 
much as | typically would. Luckily, since we are in the final 
section of the story, there isn't a ton left that | need to cover. 
Now all that needs to happen is for the dynamic of Garet and 
Jenna's relationship to change little by little. What that 
means exactly, you'll just have to wait and find out. I'm 
hoping to get back to posting on a regular weekly basis, so 
hang tight for the next chapter - it should be up soon! 


Thanks to Matthew Terra and Sayaka M for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 20*: Tension 


Bleh, another late update. | didn't think about how difficult it 
would be to write consistently while working full time, which 
was stupid seeing as how | didn't have time during the 
school term either. | definitely think this'll be done before 
September, but honestly my goal was before August, which 
doesn't look like it'll happen at this rate :/ 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Tension 


It should have been perfect. Garet had finally found the 
resolve to marry Jenna. He had gotten through the hardest 
year of his life and felt that he could stand tall once again. 
After all the pain and suffering, the love he felt for the only 
woman he had eyes for had transcended him to a place 
where he truly wanted only to be by her side, to make her 
happy, and to grow old with her. 


Why, then, did it have to be this way? Why had things taken 
this turn when he had finally taken the initiative and gained 
momentum? Why? Why? 


"Why the hell does it take more than a year for one stupid 
ring?!" 


Ivan chuckled and patted the disgruntled Mars adept on the 
shoulder. Today was supposed to have been some sort of 
housewarming get-together at Ivan's new estate, but only 
Garet was able to make it on this particular day. Despite the 
unbelievable size and furnishings that the Jupiter adept was 
granted, being the son of the soon-to-be-kingdom's ruler, 


the redhead was simply in too foul of a mood to express any 
sincere form of amazement or congratulations. 


"Heh, well, didn't Isaac say he had to put off his proposal by 
two years because of the ring? Besides, it's your own fault 
for wanting to get it custom-made. You've had a whole 
month since you placed that order to cancel it, but it's 
probably too late now." 


Ivan hardly reacted to the sharp glare he received. Instead, 
he hopped up from his seat and wandered aimlessly around 
the somewhat empty room they were in. 


"Anyway," the Jupiter adept continued, "it probably wouldn't 
be the best idea to propose to her soon; you did say the two 
of you have been arguing more than normal lately." 


Garet dropped his gaze to the ground and let out a sigh. 
Scratching his upper lip, he wondered if there might be 
some kind of convincing excuse he could make for his and 
Jenna's more frequent arguing. 


"Maybe...it's because we weren't fighting much over the 
year," he said unconvincingly. "Things are just catching up... 
or maybe | just feel like it's a lot but it's really the same as it 
was before everything happened." 


"Are you trying to convince me or yourself?" 


Damn that Ivan and his quick responses. Why was he always 
so rational when it came to these things? 


Still, Garet could not deny that his friend was probably right 
in this situation. Not only were his arguments weak, but 
Ivan's control over his mind-reading was fairly unstable now, 
meaning that keeping secrets from him was close to 
impossible, despite the disdain the Jupiter adept now felt for 


his power. Knowing this, Garet groaned and collapsed onto 
his side so that his cheek was pressed against the sofa's 
cushion. 


"I thought | was done with all this Jenna-Roxy drama," he 
complained as images of both girls flashed in his mind. "Am 
| really being dense about it?" 


"Heh, if it isn't you being dense, then you're just denying 
how provocative Roxy is being. I've seen you two at work, 
Garet; she's definitely not just flirting with you for fun." 


"What am | supposed to do about it? It's not like she doesn't 
know I'm going steady with Jen." 


"Have you told her straight-up that it makes you 
uncomfortable?" 


"..Well...no...but that's because it doesn't." 


Saying those words aloud suddenly made his conscience act 
up, and Garet could not help feeling like a scumbag. He did 
not mean to imply that he liked Roxy's overzealous 
attention; it was simply that it did not bother him. Since he 
did not plan on allowing it to go beyond what it was right 
now, he did not see the problem. It couldn't be considered 
stringing her along since he never did anything to spurn her 
advances...could it? 


Ivan grabbed a fruit from the bowl on the table and bit into 
it. "I thought | said before that you need to look at the 
situation from Jenna's perspective. It isn't enough that it 
doesn't bother you; she has to feel comfortable or else she'll 
never let this go." 


"I know, | know, it's just...not as easy as you make it sound." 


Out of habit, Garet began snapping his fingers, lighting and 
dousing a small flame on the edge of his index finger with 
each snap. It was somewhat of a stress reliever, though most 
who saw him making this action thought of it as some kind 
of restless tick. 


Was there truly no other way to make Jenna happy than to 
put some distance between himself and Roxy? For Jenna, 
Garet would readily go to the ends of the world for her, and 
he had already proved himself of that by doing so. Why, 
then, was it so difficult to simply back off from this other 
woman? Surely the shop clerk did not have so much sway 
over him that she was managing to take control of his 
actions subconsciously, and especially not in this case where 
it came down to her or Jenna. 


"You're not going to like hearing this," Ivan said after the 
lengthy silence, "but | honestly think you're just being 
stubborn about this whole ordeal." 


Garet ceased his flame snapping and sat up so he could get 
a clear look at the younger man. "What makes you say 
that?" 


Ivan shrugged and lobbed a fruit towards Garet before 
speaking. "Is there some reason why you won't say anything 
to Roxy about the way she acts towards you? | know you 
said it doesn't bother you, but it isn't as if you didn't realize 
Jenna disliked it." 


The redhead scratched at his spikes and pondered the 
thought for a bit. The way Ivan put it made his actions, or 
lack thereof, seem malicious and uncaring, but in truth 
Garet simply had not taken the time to think about it before. 
True, he was aware of Jenna's feelings regarding Roxy, but 
he had never felt as though it were his job to speak up 


unless things began to get out of hand. Was this stream of 
logic misguided? 


At the same time, despite understanding what Ivan was 
saying, Garet could not simply push Roxy away after all she 
had done to help him as well. Like it or not, she too had been 
there to help pick the Mars adept back up when he had 
fallen into a despair that seemed like it might never end. To 
end their friendship after she had there during such a trying 
time in his life, Garet would feel worse than he currently did 
about arguing with Jenna. Stubbornness had nothing to do 
with it; saying so would be an insult to his morality and 
integrity. 


"Don't get yourself worked up, now," Ivan chuckled from the 
table. "I never said to cut all ties with her; | said you should 
talk things out. It's your call on how you end up dealing with 
all of it, so don't pin it on me if things don't go the way you 
hope." 


"Is that your way of saying you think I'll mess it up?" 


"Heh, not exactly. It's more like Roxy's a bit of a wildcard and 
you aren't exactly the brightest guy around. She's actually 
pretty clever even though she comes off as ditzy, so | won't 
be surprised if she somehow manages to get the jump on 
you." 


"Good to know | can always count on you for a pick-me-up." 
"I'm just voicing your own thoughts for you." 


"...You know, Ivan, sometimes you can be a real dick..." 


Tyrell pursed his lios as he placed a marker in the book and 
shut it. He had long since passed the halfway point, and 
while he was interested in learning about his father's life, he 
had come to realize that only a couple of his initial questions 
had been answered. What had happened to Vale and the 
reason his uncle had never been talked about extensively 
were honestly only minor questions; the real mysteries had 
yet to unfold, and he was beginning to grow a bit impatient. 


Eyeing the last chunk of pages after the marker, he could 
not help wondering what happened to lead Garet to where 
he was now. When and why had he exiled himself along with 
Isaac? What happened to his relationship with Jenna? Could 
these questions be answered with only this final section of 
the book? 


More importantly than any of those questions though, Tyrell 
was well aware of how far along the timeline he had 
reached in his father's story, and judging by the rate at 
which things were continuing, it would not be long until 
Garet reached the important age of thirty-one, the age he 
was when his son was born. This was the reason Tyrell 
continued to read, and yet the further along he travelled 
through his father's history, the more apprehensive he 
became as the book headed towards its conclusion. 


His mother would inevitably enter the story soon, assuming 
she had not already. This was not some fictional tale where 
he wanted to curiously make predictions about what might 
happen; this was the true and actual life that his father had 
lived, and while he could narrow down the more important 
women that Garet had met in his younger days, it was too 
uncomfortable to predict what might happen next. 


There was no doubt in Tyrell's mind that the identity of his 
mother would be revealed very soon, and he could feel his 


hands begin to tremble at the mere thought of learning 
whom said woman might be. He feared to learn of the 
reason he had never met her and why Garet was not with 
her now. Perhaps she abandoned her responsibilities as a 
mother, or perhaps there were circumstances that 
prevented them from continuing on as a family. Maybe it 
was actually something Garet had done and the woman had 
nothing to do with the separation of what could have been a 
family. The fact of the matter was that something had forced 
the three of them from staying together, and it was highly 
unlikely that there was a positive explanation for all of this. 


A catastrophic natural disaster, the death of a loved one, 
separation from the woman he loved, isolation in a cabin in 
the mountains, and the eventual dissolution of what should 
have been a family of three - what more could Garet 
possibly be forced to endure? How had he managed to raise 
a son with a smile on his face after all he had been through? 
It boggled Tyrell's mind to imagine that his father was once 
not so different in personality than himself, and he could not 
help but feel immature after learning so much. 


"can only imagine how anxious you are," Ivan's voice came 
in through the doorway. A few seconds after, he stepped 
through the threshold, his spectacles halfway down his 
nose. "You're so close to finding out about yourself, but 
everything you've found out so far has been nothing but 
tragic." 


"/-It's a little weird when you say it like that," Tyrell 
responded slowly. "| mean, you were there when all of this 
was going down, and my dad must have told you about all 
this stuff firsthand." 


"/ could save you the trouble of reading and simply tell you 
everything you'd like to know right now." 


The young adept was not prepared for such an unexpected 
remark, and immediately tensed up as his eyes darted 
between Ivan and the book beneath his hands. This tense 
feeling only lasted for a moment, however, as Ivan laughed 
softly and waved his hand in a gesture that he was joking. 


"If | did that, it would ruin the impact of the story. What good 
would it be if you got so far into the book only for me to 
spoil the ending for you?" 


Ivan's lighthearted tone gave Tyrell mixed feelings. Of 
course, there was no denying that this book was more or 
less a story, regardless of the fact that it was non-fiction and 
about his own father, but at the same time it was difficult to 
accept it as being anything other than a reality. To refer to it 
as a Story seemed to lessen the value of the words, of the 
experiences in Garet's life. In any case, the end of the book 
did not equate to the end of his father's life, as the man 

was, to Tyrell's current knowledge, still alive and travelling 
somewhere with Isaac. 


"Is... ls my dad..." He knew the words he wanted to say, yet 
he found it hard to convey them to Ivan for some reason, 
and though the man could hear his thoughts without even 
trying, everything racing around his mind must have turned 
his mental voice into a chaotic mess. 


"Is he what?" 


Taking a moment to clear his throat, Tyrell hoped only that 
his words would come through. "Is he happy with his life? l... 
can't help wondering if his cheerful personality has been a 
complete lie for my entire life." 


Ivan smiled sympathetically at the young man and pulled 
his spectacles from his nose, allowing them to dangle 
around his neck on the attached chain. 


"Do you really want me to answer that for you right now? Or 
is it that you're more nervous to find out that the man 
you've called your father might really be nothing more than 
a persona." 


Spot-on as usual. Tyrell lowered his gaze back down to the 
book and clenched his fists atop its surface. The sound of 
Ivan's footsteps circled around the other side of the room, 
followed by the sound of a wooden chair squeaking under 
the weight of the man. 


"I'm sorry for being so cryptic about all of this," Ivan spoke 
softly, his voice seeming to be genuine. "Truly, | would like 
to answer your questions, but I do feel that Garet wanted 
you to hear his story directly from him, even if it's being told 
through a book he wrote instead of from his own mouth." 
The Jupiter adept paused for a moment, but snapped his 
fingers soon after, soeaking in a brighter tone than before. 
"Ah, actually, as long as you're Okay with it, there is 
something I can tell you! It seems as though you were just 
about to reach this part in the story anyhow, and Garet 
glazed over the whole section despite it being nearly an 
entire year of his life. If you're okay with hearing me explain 
and expand on it, | don't mind telling you, Tyrell." 


The redhead did not respond at first, but as he slowly 
straightened up from slouching over, he turned to face Ivan 
from where he was sitting. Placing the book down on the 
bedside table, Tyrell cleared his throat and uttered a single 
statement. 


"Let's hear it, then." 


Garet's head throbbed in pain as he lay uncomfortably on 
the couch in Isaac's newly completed cabin. After a solid 
evening of drinking with his old friend last night, he was 
now too hung over to even get up to drink a glass of water. 
The thought of even trying to move right now made him 
nauseous. 


Despite his hangover and the copious amounts of alcohol 
consumed, Garet's memory of yesterday was quite coherent; 
if anything, he was actually disappointed by how clear it 
was. With a groan, the redhead rolled onto his side and tried 
to go back to sleep. Perhaps the memories would cloud 
themselves over if he slept some more. 


Ivan's uncontrolled mind-reading presence could be felt as 
the blond entered the room with a yawn. Recalling what 
happened last night, he and Sam had met up with Garet and 
Isaac at Patcher's new inn after a surprising engagement 
announcement. He truly wanted to feel happy for the 
younger adept, and it would be a lie to say that he did not 
feel some semblance of encouragement for his old friend, 
but Garet knew that his heart was filled with jealousy anda 
Slight hint of resentment, unfounded as it may have been. It 
was impossible for him to try hiding such strong feelings 
from Ivan, but thankfully the Jupiter adept had not made 
any sort of comment, as he seemed to have been too bashful 
last night to say anything, really. 


"| guess our engagement announcement came at a bad time 
for you and Isaac," Ivan's voice came softly from somewhere 
above him. Garet peeked one eye open to see his back 
leaning against the back of the sofa. 


"D'you read our thoughts?" he slurred a bit, apparently not 
having eradicated all of the alcohol from his system yet. 


"Not entirely. It's just...well, you wouldn't be all the way out 
here unless something major happened with Jenna, and 
Isaac wasn't exactly keeping it a secret that Mia had to 
return to Imil." 


Garet shut his eye again and took a deep breath. "Don't feel 
bad that you're getting married; Isaac's issues and my 
issues have nothing to do with you and Sam, at least not in 
terms of your engagement." 


"I suppose... | can't help but feel bad for Isaac, though. He 
and Mia have been engaged for so long, and for her to have 
to leave so suddenly right at the very time he seemed like 
he might be ready to marry her...it must be tough." 


The Mars adept thought back on the letter Isaac had showed 
him the other day. It almost seemed impossible that a 
peaceful village like Imil would suddenly come under siege 
by monsters at such an inconvenient time; then again, there 
was not exactly a convenient time for any kind of disaster to 
strike. In any case, the letter, written by Justin, was 
essentially a distress letter, asking for at least one of either 
Mia or Isaac to return so that they could assist with healing 
or commanding the militia respectively. 


Though he had passed by Mia on his way up the mountain, 
Garet had been too absorbed by his own troubles back home 
to take much notice of the upset healer until she was too far 
to call out to. Had he not been so distracted, he may have 
been able to convince her to take Isaac with her while he 
watched over the cabin for them. It could have been one 
convenience in such a trying time for all of them. 


"I'm worried about you too, of course," Ivan added, snapping 
the redhead back into the present. "You and Jenna were 
having enough problems as it was. | wasn't as concerned 


about it as | could have been, but it's a little nerve-wracking 
to see things going downhill between you two." 


Garet peeked his eye open again to see that Ivan was now 
facing him, his purple irises seeming to scrutinize every 
detail of his face. 


"If you're going to read my mind, just make it quick," Garet 
grumbled and shut his eye again. 


",..¥ou don't mind?" 
"I'm not exactly in the mood to fight back." 


Without a word, the presence of Ivan's psynergy grew 
stronger, and Garet could feel the spell invade his head like 
a pair of hands reaching into his subconscious. With his eyes 
closed, memories flashed before his eyes, and he could see 
all of the events that Ivan was searching through until he 
eventually managed to find the one he was looking for. 


As if in a dream, Garet's vision was from his own memory's 
perspective. It felt extremely odd not to be in control of his 
body, especially since this was his own memory he was 
reliving. Following his past self like a second consciousness 
in his own head, Garet, and Ivan as well, watched along as 
the past Garet hurriedly entered his home to find Jenna 
sulking on the sofa. 


"Jen, hear me out, please!" Feeling himself soeak without 
being in control of the action itself was much stranger than 
Garet could have ever imagined, but he ignored it and re- 
watched the scene that had led to all of this. 


"What do I even need to listen to?!" jenna spat, her glare 
piercing daggers in his direction. "There's no possible way it 


was an accident that you two were all over each other the 
way you were this time!" 


"Should | jump back a little further in your memory?" Ivan 
asked. "It might help me get a better understanding of what 
happened." 


"I'd rather you didn't; it isn't exactly one of my shining 
moments," Garet sighed. 


"/-1...1..." Past-Garet stuttered dumbly. “Look, I'm not trying 
to make excuses, but I promise you that I didn't do 
anything." 


"ls that supposed to make me feel any better?! Ugh, Garet, 
sometimes...you're just so dense!" 


"But...! don't understand why you're mad at me, then..." 


Jenna angrily got to her feet and stormed over towards 
them, or him rather. Painfully jabbing her index finger into 
his chest, she glowered at him with ire the likes of which 
Garet had never seen in her before. 


"I'm angry at you because you let her do all this stupid crap! 
Maybe you haven't noticed, but it seems like she's getting 
progressively more touchy-feely with you every time | stop 
by. Don't even try to tell me you've told her to stop, because 
if you had done it right, she wouldn't be grabbing onto you 
all the time!" 


"/-It isn't all the time..." 


"Man, you really butchered the reconciliations yesterday," 
Ivan commented. 


"Just shut up, will you. | was flustered and she was putting 
me on the spot." 


"Oh, I'm so sorry for making the mistake of saying she does 
this all the time," Jenna groaned over-sarcastically. “/ guess 
I'm just exaggerating a bit because she was practically 
nibbling my boyfriend's ear!" 


",..ROxy was nibbling on your ear...?" 


"She jumped on my back and started saying all this sexy 
stuff right into my ear. | Know that's not really much better, 
but | didn't really have any control over it." 


Ivan sighed deeply. "This is why I told you to tell her it made 
you uncomfortable early on. Now it's gotten to this point and 
you're paying the price for it." 


"You know what, I'm sick of this crap," Jenna huffed and 
stomped into their bedroom before slamming the door. "l'm 
not in the mood to try talking it out, and I don't want to see 
you, so get out!" 


"W-Wait, Jenna! Look, I'm sorry; I'll tell her the next time | 
see her that she can't keep doing stuff like this!" 


"Didn't you hear me? | said get out! Go stay at Kay's or your 
parents'!" 


"/ can't do that... Kay has a boyfriend for the first time in her 
life; that's the last place | want to be. My parents will just 
scold me if | suddenly show up at their house after having 
an argument with you." 


"1 DON'T CARE WHERE YOU GO; JUST GET THE HELL OUT OF 
THIS HOUSE RIGHT NOW, YOU STUPID IDIOT!" 


Past-Garet hopped back in shock and scratched his head a 
couple of times before letting out a long sigh and heading 
out the door. Almost immediately after he shut it, he heard 
the lock click behind him; his key was in his pocket, but 
Jenna was certainly not in the mood to be playing games 
right now. He continued to stand at the door, as if hopeful 
that he might hear the lock click open, but after a few 
minutes with no sign of that happening, he let out a long, 
defeated sigh. 


"Where should I go...?" he mumbled and started walking ina 
non-specific direction. "Ivan said he'd be gone all of today, 
and | don't really know a ton of people that'll let me stay at 
their place. | guess there's always the inn...except that most 
of my money is in the house..." 


The dreamlike memory started to fade away, and the 
ghostlike presence in Garet's head disappeared as Ivan's 
mind reading ended. Opening his eyes, the redhead looked 
up at the Jupiter adept, who had a hand covering the top 
half of his face in a look of pure disappointment over what 
he'd just witnessed. 


"| get it, I'm a frickin’ idiot and | cracked under the 
pressure." 


The longer Ivan remained silent with his hand on his face, 
the more irritated Garet started to become. Ignoring his 
splitting headache and unstable footing, he stumbled off to 
get himself some water. 


Chugging back glass after glass, the Mars adept did what he 
could to push the memories of yesterday to the back of his 
thoughts. The more he tried, however, the more prominently 
they resurfaced in his mind, serving only to annoy him 
further at both himself and Ivan's mockery. So engrossed by 


these negative feelings was he that he failed to notice the 
Jupiter adept step into the kitchen. 


"You know what I'm going to tell you, right?" Ivan asked 
flatly. 


Finishing what had to have been the tenth glass of water, 
Garet slammed it down and turned his head towards him. 
"I'll tell Roxy to back off the next time I see her," he growled. 
"| have a couple of days off, so get off my case until then." 


Ivan sighed deeply and shrugged his shoulders. "Can't be 
helped, | guess. What are you planning to do about Jenna? 
Even if you talk to Roxy, | doubt Jenna's going to forgive and 
forget just like that." 


Garet scratched his head. "If nothing else, she'll calm down 
enough to let me into the house so I can get my money. | can 
stay at the inn or something until she's cooled off and will 
let me come back." 


It was not the most optimistic plan, but knowing how quickly 
Jenna seemed to calm down from her quick bursts of anger, 
Garet did not expect to stay at the inn for more than a few 
days at most. In that time, he would just have to prove to 
her that he was trying his best should she ever happen to 
pass by the item and weapon shops. 


The sound of Isaac's footsteps coming down the stairs 
perked both men's attentions, and with a quick nod to each 
other, they adopted the false personas of their past selves 
before going to greet him. 


"Even to this day, | don't think the two of them have ever 
made up," Ivan mused and scratched his head. "She did let 
him back home after a few days like he said, but they kept 
on fighting with each other even after Roxy was clearly 
showing more restraint." 


"Then what were they always fighting about? Wasn't she the 
root of their problems?" 


Ivan paused for a moment to think. "I can't say for sure... On 
the outside, it seemed like they were just bickering the way 
they always had before the eruption, but.../ think that 
Aaron's death and Felix's disappearance were too heavy for 
either of them to really bear." 


Tyrell cocked his head to the side. "I don't get it; | thought 
my dad had mostly recovered from the pain of losing his 
brother." 


"Those two were closer than he really let on. Garet has 
never recovered from the loss of his brother, and I don't 
think Jenna lets the pain of losing Felix show, at least not 
directly. The problem with losing both of them around the 
same time was that it changed the whole dynamic of Garet 
and Jenna's relationship. They would bicker, but instead of 
fizzling out like it used to, it would build into an argument, 
which would then evolve to the point where one of them 
would usually storm out of the house or kick the other one 
out. Things were just too stressful for both of them." 


Tyrell turned away from Ivan for a moment and casually 
flipped the book open to the page he had marked. Reading 
the sentence "I was already twenty-eight at the time" forced 
him to realize that this story could really only go on for three 
more years, possibly only two more since he highly doubted 
that his father had cheated on Jenna to conceive Tyrell. With 


that thought in mind, he turned back to Ivan, who was 
giving the young man a stern look. 


"Did things really go downhill in such a short period of 
time?" the Mars adept asked, starting to feel doubtful of 
himself. "Was I... Am I nothing more than a mistake to him? 
A burden that only caused more hardship?" 


"You're not," Ivan spoke immediately after. "Tyrell, you are 
probably the only source of happiness Garet has had for the 
past sixteen years. No matter how hard times were for him, 
you are anything but a mistake, and I'm sure he would yell 
at you for even thinking you were." 


"But | came around at arguably one of the worst times in his 
life. How could he not resent me?" 


"You were his salvation. It's been a long, slow climb for him, 
but you should have seen just how proud he was when you, 
Karis, and Matthew all set out on your journey. He could see 
that his efforts had borne fruit, and that you were mature 
enough to set out from home, even with your rambunctious 
side." 


Tyrell wanted to argue back, but to do so would take away 
from any growth he felt from his journey across Weyard. He 
could not confirm nor deny that his father was proud to call 
him his son, so he had to take Ivan's words for truth. 
Besides, both this man and Garet had to be feeling 
something similar for their children, so it would make sense 
to trust what Ivan was saying. 


"Then tell me what happened," Tyrell spoke seriously. "I 
want to know why my dad and Jenna split up, and | want to 
know... | want to know my mom..." 


The comforting gaze that Ivan was giving him slowly faded 
away, Changing into a look of concern. "If you think you're 
prepared for it." 


"Lam." 


This was it: the final chapter that would explain everything 
to him. All of Tyrell's remaining questions would be 
answered, and he had to brace himself for anything that 
might happen. 


"It started with another journey. You'll have to read the rest 
for yourself after | tell you about it; are you sure you're 
ready?" 


Tyrell looked down at the book once more, and with his fist 
clenched, he brought his gaze back up to Ivan and nodded. 


"Tell me everything you can." 


Just a heads-up, that line about it being the final chapter 
just now is not indicative of the next chapter being the final 
one. There is still quite a bit to get covered before | can write 
the finale, and I'll be quite clear about the upcoming 
conclusion in the penultimate chapter. There will probably 
be only one more chapter with a 'present day' Ivan and 
Tyrell interruption before the finale, so expect to see a lot 
more relevant content (not that the 'present day’ segments 
are irrelevant, but | usually try to use them conveniently 
when there are time skips and such). 


Anyway, I'm not entirely sure how many more chapters there 
will be, though the next will obviously be covering Garet's 
year-long journey (at most this segment will take two 
chapters). After that, there are only a few more big events 
that | can think of before the ending with all its revelations 


and whatnot are had. Honestly, | have my doubts that I can 
match the emotional impact for the ending that WiH had, 
but that's still a ways away. 


Thanks to Sayaka M for reviewing! 
Thanks for reading and please review! 


-GengaJ/upite 


*Chapter 21*: Expedition | 


The end is in sight, and I'm super ready to reach it! | really 
need a break from writing; as much as I like coming up with 
stories, pushing myself to get through them when I'm not all 
that motivated is tough, especially since | know that | have 
two on hiatus waiting to be completed even after this one is 
finished. | hate leaving multi-chaps unfinished though, and 
the only one | probably won't finish writing was more of an 
info-dump than an actual story. Going back and rereading 
what | had...ugh, it wasn't good. That being said, | may 
possibly rewrite and continue it if | ever feel the need to. 


On the topic of this story, | do want to make a point of 
something in case people reading are wondering about it: 
I've been purposely avoiding Garet and Jenna's arguments 
and most of the interactions with Roxy. There are a few 
reasons for this, the main ones being 1) showing every 
scene about every little thing would be a waste of time and 
effort and 2) the important parts aren't the events 
themselves but the results of the events. Does it matter 
what Roxy did to upset Jenna? Does it matter how she flirted 
with Garet? Does it matter what Jenna and Garet were 
arguing about that got him kicked out? Honestly, | don't 
really think so unless it's relevant to the story. Some bits I'll 
show small details of, but otherwise the story can carry itself 
forward with allusions to what happened instead of the 
actual scene itself. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Expedition | 


Garet stared at the wooden ceiling planks above his bed. 
Over the last few days he had counted them every morning, 
always able to reach the number twenty-six as his eyes 
reached the wall opposite from where he'd begun. The lines 
were somewhat hypnotic, able to clear his mind for the brief 
minute he used to count each plank before he was forced to 
think about why he was here. After recounting them for what 
had to be the tenth time, he no longer wished to look at 
them. Exasperated, he tossed the white sheets over his head 
and closed his eyes, sprawling his arms out across the empty 
bed in Isaac's guest room. 


He could not recall the last time he and Jenna had gone a 
single day without arguing about something. It had been 
two months since the first time she kicked him out of the 
house, and things only seemed to have gotten worse since 
then. It did not matter whether it was over something one of 
them had done or some simple matter that should not have 
warranted an argument in the first place; all Garet knew was 
that things had been unbearably hectic as of late. 


How long had he been here at Isaac's cabin? Three days? 
Four? He had not been keeping track. The only thing that 
occupied his mind was the stupid fight he had gotten into 
with Jenna before he ended up storming out with a pack. 
There was no reason either of them should have gotten so 
angry; all he had done was mention that it was probably 
time for them to purchase a better house so that someone 
with less income could afford the cheaper home they were 
currently living in. Beyond that, it had all become a mess of 
bickering and yelling, and try as he might Garet simply 
could not remember what it was they had even started 
arguing about. The only thing that mattered was that he had 
gotten angry enough to storm out and instead of simply 
going somewhere else he traveled all the way out to Isaac's 
cabin. The commute to and from work each day had been 


absolute hell, but he was too stubborn to go back on this 
commitment to stay out here, at least for the time being. 


Luckily on this day he did not have to work, but that did not 
stop him from being awake before the sun came up. He had 
probably laid in bed for the past two hours attempting to fall 
back asleep before the sun finally began to peek over the 
mountainous horizon. Now that it was shining in and 
illuminating the guest room, he simply wanted to hide away 
until it was gone. 


Of course, doing so was not an option, and with a few claps 
to his cheeks, Garet kicked the blankets off of himself, 
hopped out of bed, and threw on the first pieces of clothing 
he had laying about before heading into the main section of 
the lookout cabin. 


The natural, slightly musty scent of wood filled his nostrils 
as he stepped through the living room and into the kitchen. 
Though he had never found out where the water came from 
on this dry, barren plateau, Garet did not at all mind the fact 
that there was a working tap in Isaac's home. Downing a 
glass of water, he quickly set a pan on the stove and heated 
it so that he could cook the meat he had purchased from 
Patcher late last night. 


Isaac entered the kitchen as Garet's food was finished 
cooking, and though the Venus adept did appear tired, he 
looked like he had been up for a while now. 


"You're up earlier than usual," the blond joked. Usually Garet 
was out of the house before Isaac was even awake, and with 
Mia gone he was awfully absentminded, which would explain 
why he had never noticed. 


Rather than calling Isaac out on his incorrect statement, 
Garet simply smirked and played along, "What can | say? 


When my stomach's growling, it's time to get up." 


In his mind, Garet could not help wondering why he still 
played this character for his best friend. The man, while 
certainly not in the best state of mind, had recovered 
enough to understand that his friends were not the same 
people they were in their teens. Isaac had to know that 
Garet was doing it to make him feel better, and Garet had a 
pretty good idea that Isaac was aware of it, yet it had 
become habitual to put up this front of the oafish, bumbling 
sidekick he had always been to the Venus adept. 


"Oh, by the way, Isaac," he said as he wolfed back his food, 
"Ivan's coming up here later. Told me to let you know, but 
you were asleep when | got back last night." 


"Really? He's usually so busy with his inventions, not to 
mention all the wedding planning he has going on. Did he 
say what for?" 


"I think it had something to do with his soarwing- 
whatchamacallit. He said if all goes smoothly, he'll leave it 
here for me to use to get to and from Kalay quickly." 


"Smoothly?" 


“Beats me, he said the thing wasn't quite ready yet. 
Something about missing one key component." 


A frantic rapping at the door caught both men's attentions, 
and Isaac was quick to answer it. From here, Garet could 
hear Ivan's voice as he and Isaac started talking about 
whatever it was that the Jupiter adept had come all the way 
up here for, as well as why he was up here so early. When 
the Mars adept eventually joined them in the living room, 
the younger man was still dancing around the subject of 


why he was here. Feeling impatient with Ivan's stalling, he 
yelled at him to get on with it. 


"| need you two to travel to Talon Peak in Morgal to retrieve a 
feather from the Mountain Roc." 


The room was silent for a moment, Isaac and Garet a bit too 
stunned to respond. The two residents stared blankly at the 
Jupiter adept standing in the doorway. Ivan, on the other 
hand, seemed to find a sudden interest in his hands, feet, 
and anywhere that wasn't near the faces of his two friends. 
When he managed to find his voice, the first thing to come 
out of the Mars adept's mouth was not exactly what should 
have been the question at hand. 


"Where the hell is Morgal? And what's a Mountain Roc? Why 
would a rock have feathers?" 


Ivan shook his head at his companion's lack of knowledge, 
leaving Garet feeling rather idiotic since he was not asking 
as his persona but as his actual self. "Morgal is a new region 
far to the east. If I'm not mistaken, it's on the other side of 
Angara, and is inhabited by people known as beastmen. The 
Mountain Roc is a giant bird that is sacred to the beast tribe. 
To obtain a feather from such an important part of their 
culture would require that you speak to the king in person." 


Another silence ensued; however, Isaac was able to think of 
something to say before they were left in another daze. 


"So, you want us to travel across the continent to retrieve 
some feather from the wings of some giant, sacred bird... 
and we have to meet some beast king to do so?" 


"Correct." 


"Can | be so bold as to ask why?" 


"It's actually for your benefit, Isaac. You've dedicated the 
rest of your life to keeping tabs on Mt. Aleph, but it's 
unapproachable on foot. Watching it from a distance isn't 
much of a way to study what's going on around it. The 
soarwing will allow you to fly around the area much closer to 
Mt. Aleph so that you can survey the area. However, the 
amount of psynergy it requires to fly it is tremendous, so 
you'd probably only get about an hour's worth of flight in its 
current state. The Mountain Roc's feathers should provide an 
extensive amount of lift to the machine, allowing you to fly 
for a very long time with minimal loss of psynergy." 


Ivan certainly wasn't mincing words this time, but Isaac 
seemed not to notice or care about the fact that they knew 
he was dedicated to living out here. 


"This all sounds good," Garet began, "but why do you need 
us to get it? You have legs." 


Ivan blushed and looked down at his feet, something that 
only seemed to happen now that he and Sam were engaged; 
before now he had been overly cocky that his girlfriend was 
such a catch. "I, uh, I'ma bit busy planning my wedding. | 
don't have much time to travel across Angara, and | figured 
since you guys aren't spending time with Mia or Jenna right 
now that you could maybe do this for me..." 


Garet twisted his mouth in apprehension. "As much as | want 
to help, I've got work, Ivan. | can't just go off on some 
adventure that could take us months, or even a year, to 
complete." A journey across Angara would take a significant 
amount of time, not to mention that the land was constantly 
changing. Progress would be hampered at every turn, 
making what used to be a four-to-five-month journey into 
something irrational. 


"Oh, but that's the thing," said Ivan, returning his gaze to 
Garet, "I've already talked to some people about helping you 
out. Piers said he'd be willing to sail you to the Morgal 
capital, Belinsk, and Roxy said she'd cover your job until you 
return." 


He wasn't exactly thrilled at the prospect of Roxy covering 
his job for so long. Not only would it create yet another 
reason for Jenna to be angry with him, but he would 
undoubtedly feel indebted to the flirtatious shopkeeper. 
Then again, with him and Jenna trying to give each other 
space, this could be a good opportunity to leave for a while. 


Garet shook his head at the thought. Even if they were 
going through a rough patch in their relationship, that was 
no reason to simply abandon for her with only a simple "I'm 
going on a journey for Ivan." Doing so would only further 
damage their already unstable relationship. 


"I'll do it," came Isaac's response. 


"R-Really? You're serious, Isaac?" Ivan asked incredulously. 
Garet's expression also matched Ivan's. 


"Yeah, | haven't got much else to do around here, and if this 
can help me understand Mt. Aleph better, then I'll do 
whatever it takes." 


"You sure about this, Isaac?" Garet asked, still in shock and 
disbelief. "I know you want to keep your mind off of Mia, but 
don't you think this is a bit drastic?" 


Isaac shrugged, seeming not to have noticed that Garet had 
dropped his dumb best friend act. "I have no idea how long 
Mia's going to be gone. | figure if I'm going to do something, 
it may as well benefit me in the long run. Besides, no one 


said you have to come, Garet. If you want to stay here, | 
won't be offended." 


What should he do? This was all too sudden, yet he couldn't 
stand here contemplating forever. Ivan was staring at him 
expectantly, and the look on Isaac's face almost seemed like 
the man was challenging him to take on another adventure. 
They both wanted him to go, and while he would likely end 
up regretting either decision, Garet eventually caved in to 
their silent demands. 


"Pah, like hell I'll let you go alone! Last time you went off on 
your own you disappeared for ten years! If you're going, 
then | am too. Brothers stick together, Isaac." 


Though he said that, the idea was more or less to keep an 
eye on the emotionally unstable Venus adept. He was still 
vulnerable to cracking at any moment, and if they were to 
take a ship with Piers, that meant they would have to go 
along the northern edge of Angara, passing by Imil in the 
process. Someone needed to be there in case Isaac suddenly 
broke down or insisted that they stop at the wintry village. 


With mixed feelings on his mind, Garet could only cringe a 
bit at the sound of Isaac's unfamiliarly enthusiastic voice. 


"So when do we leave?" 


"Well... suppose that's that," Garet said awkwardly as he 
stood in the doorway of his house. "l-I don't really know 
when we'll be back; probably not for at least a few 
months..." 


"| see," Jenna said, keeping her eyes away from him as she 
stood on the other side of the doorway. Though it was 
apparent that she still wasn't happy with him, he could tell 
that she was disheartened to hear that he would be away for 
what could be a long time. 


"But, you know... Maybe this'll be good for us," he stated 
shakily. "I mean, if we spend a long enough time apart...we'll 
start to realize just how much we missed having each other 
around, r-right?" 


Jenna bit her lip and kept her gaze fixated away from him. 
"Yeah, that's true..." The solemnity of her voice was eating 
away at him, and he could feel his resolve to do this 
dropping with each second that passed. "I'll, um...see you 
when you get back, then." 


"Yeah...d-don't...don't wait up or anything." 


Their goodbye felt incomplete, yet with the way things 
currently were, Garet would feel even stranger if he 
attempted to give her a hug or anything of the sort. Staring 
longingly at her for a few more seconds, he sluggishly 
backed away from the house for a few steps before slowly 
turning around and heading off without looking back. The 
sound of the door shutting was more painful than he could 
have imagined, and it took the last few drips of resolve he 
had left to head towards Kalay Docks with his chin up. 


The smell of salt filled his nostrils, and he could see Piers' 
dragon-headed ship sitting at the edge of the docks as he 
passed through the entry gate. Waiting at the bottom of the 
gangplank, Ivan, Sam, Piers, and Isaac were talking 
lightheartedly amongst themselves. Garet started to wonder 
if this was the wrong choice and contemplated telling Ivan 
that he couldn't do this after all. At the same time, though, 


he had committed to this, telling Jenna he would be gone 
and also thanking Roxy for going through the trouble of 
covering for him. What would it say about him if he went 
back on his word to everyone at the very last minute? 


"Long goodbye?" Sam asked as he approached them. 


"I'd rather not talk about it," he said, handing his bag to one 
of Piers' deckhands. 


"Do not fret, Garet," Piers chuckled, clapping a hand to the 
Mars adept's shoulder. "I will make this trip as smooth and 
swift as possible. We will return before the journey even 
feels like it has begun." 


He smiled as a sign of thanks, but the action was done more 
as a formality than because he actually believed Piers' 
words. Truth be told, Garet felt as though the long journey 
had begun the moment Jenna shut the door behind him, and 
it already felt as though an eternity had passed since that 
heartbreaking moment that could not have been more than 
an hour ago. 


After Ivan had explained to them exactly what they would 
need to do, giving them written instructions as well asa 
letter to present to the beast king of Morgal, Isaac and Garet 
boarded Piers' ship. With all the preparations complete, the 
gangplank was taken away, the mooring was untied, and the 
ship gently began to pull out of port, leaving behind the 
waving couple until they became nothing but specks in the 
distance. With hardly a word, Garet quietly headed into the 
cabin and down to where his belongings had been brought. 
Neither Isaac nor Piers questioned it, as the Mars adept had 
been quite prone to seasickness in the past, leaving the 
obvious assumption that he was simply feeling unwell due 
to their current situation. 


While only bothered slightly by the ship's relatively gentle 
rocking, Garet truly hoped only to avoid social interaction 
for a while. It was hard enough knowing that he would be on 
a ship that would almost inevitably make him sick at some 
point, but to have to leave while his relationship with Jenna 
was already on such rocky ground left him filled with regret. 
Of course, it was too late to turn back now, and he was sure 
that he would be feeling regret over not going with Isaac if 
he had stayed, but that did nothing to ease the feeling 
eating away at him right now. 


Hoping that he might pass as much time as he could, he 
rummaged through his belongings until he found an empty 
book inside. Piers had taught them long ago that one of the 
best way to pass time was to keep a trip log of some sort and 
to make sure that there was at least one interesting thing to 
jot down on each day. Making his way over to the desk, 
Garet groggily slumped down in the seat, beginning to feel 
the effects of his seasickness setting in. Hoping to hold out 
for at least the next hour, the Mars adept clutched at his 
stomach while the other tightly gripped a quill and started 
to write on the first blank page. 


"Day one..." 


Snow floated down upon the frozen seascape, leaving a 
chillingly silent atmosphere as the Lemurian ship gently 
drifted between the floating icebergs. Aquatic creatures 
poked their heads above the water every so often, some 
choosing to haul themselves up onto the icebergs while 
others followed the ship with harmless curiosity. Off in the 
distance, glaciers rumbled as large chunks cracked off of the 


main body, splashing magnificently into the frigid waters 
below. 


Aboard the deck, Garet bundled up his jacket tighter, teeth 
shattering and body shivering as he produced some floating 
fireballs around himself. Piers' crew frantically moved about 
to sweep the snow off the ship, using it as a tactic to both 
work and keep warm at the same time. Though the wheel 
used to be placed illogically at the front of the ship with no 
cover, Piers had since moved it to an insulated cabin above 
the entrance that led to the inner decks below. 


"How are you holding up?" Isaac asked as he approached 
Garet from behind. 


"N-Not as b-b-bad as | thought it'd b-be," he chattered 
somewhat unconvincingly, giving a quick thumbs-up before 
shoving his hands back beneath his cloak. 


"Heh, | guess it'll only get better from here," Isaac chuckled 
and adjusted his scarf. "Piers said we've just passed the 
northern tip of Angara and should be able to head south 
along the coast from here." 


"G-Great, | can't wait to warm up a little." 


The Venus adept smirked, but his smile quickly disappeared 
as he gazed out at the landmass that was Angara. Garet 
followed his gaze knowing fairly well what Isaac was trying 
to look for in the distance. 


"I'd heard the land was changing," Isaac spoke softly, "but it 
surprised me that it took us almost a month to reach this far 
north. | thought the route from Karagol Sea to the open 
ocean was a lot closer." 


Having only finally developed his sea legs a little over a 
week ago, Garet was more annoyed than surprised that they 
had only gotten this far. While he could handle the idle 
rocking of the ship on the waves, any sudden movements or 
storm-sized waves made his stomach lurch. Even thinking 
about it made his head start to spin. 


"If we're lucky, we might be able to cut through to this 
Morgal place faster, though," he responded as optimistically 
as he could. "I doubt things could have only developed to 
slow us down." 


"With the luck we've been having for these past few years, | 
don't exactly feel like Weyard is on our side." Though Isaac 
was doing his best to seem lighthearted, it was apparent 
that the snowy atmosphere was doing nothing to help his 
longing for Mia, and the closer they got to Imil the more 
anxious he was sure to become. 


Days went by, and Garet's suspicions about Isaac were 
confirmed as the Venus adept spent more and more time 
staring into the distance from the edge of the ship. The 
extreme, non-traversable landscape had slowly sloped down 
into the flat, white plains this region was known for, and it 
would only be a short matter of time before Imil would come 
into view. In fact, it was not entirely unlikely that lights from 
the village would be visible by tonight. 


"I am sorry," Piers spoke in that gentle yet unmoving voice 
of his. "As much as | would like to stop in Imil, | am afraid 
that we would be caught up in their matters for far too long. 
| am quite aware of the war going on there, and while it 
pains me to simply pass, we have our own concerns with the 
ever-changing currents and landscape. You must 
understand, Garet." 


The moustached man sighed and scratched his head. Piers' 
logic was sound, and he knew that asking would be a long 
shot, but it pained him to see his best friend 
absentmindedly spending his days simply standing at the 
edge of the ship, hoping for some sign of life to reveal itself 
amidst the permafrost. Other than that, the only thing Isaac 
seemed to look forward to each day was the return of his 
pigeon, with which he had been using to exchange letters 
with Mia. 


"Need you spend so much time worrying about Isaac?" Piers 
asked after the brief silence. "It is understandable that he is 
feeling a bit anxious, but | do not think that he will do 
anything reckless should we pass too closely to Imil. To be 
quite frank, | am actually a bit more concerned with you, 
Garet." 


"Huh, with me? Have | done something to make you 
worried?" 


"Hmm, not exactly, per se. Usually you are quite open about 
how you are feeling and such, but so far | have yet to see 
you make any sort of remark other than how cold you have 
been since we passed into the northern regions. Has 
something been bothering you?" 


Garet wondered if he should tell Piers about his problems. 
There would be no harm in doing so, and yet he had come 
along on this journey partly because he wanted to forget the 
problems and focus on reparations. Of course, the problems 
had to be addressed in order to do that, but was it worth it to 
get a third party involved? The last thing he wanted was for 
Piers to feel like he was babysitting Isaac and him. 


"Things are just a little strange right now," he downplayed 
the situation. "I mean, Isaac and Mia are dying to be 


together, yet they've been forced apart by some pretty 
extreme circumstances. Meanwhile, Jenna and | have the 
luxury of seeing each other all the time, but we can't even 
go a single day without fighting about something or other. 
I'm supposed to be supporting Isaac right now but...! don't 
know, | guess | don't really feel like the right person to be 
helping him out." 


"| do not see what it is you are meant to be helping Isaac 
with," Piers said somewhat matter-of-factly. "As | said before, 
he seems understandably anxious, given the circumstances 
of his situation; however, | do not think he has or will do 
anything particularly irrational. On the other hand, you 
seem to be bottling up your emotions, masking them with 
some kind of false happiness reminiscent of how you were 
when we first met. Sooner or later, | fear that it may be you 
who breaks down, not Isaac." 


Piers certainly was not wasting time in getting to the point, 
and Garet was a bit taken aback by just how blunt the 
statement was. Had he really been acting in the way that he 
was saying? While he knew the happy persona was stupid, 
he had not felt the pressure of keeping his emotions to 
himself. Perhaps that was the inherent problem: that he 
would not know until he could not contain them any longer. 


"In any case," Piers quickly spoke again, "I will do what | can 
to pass by Imil swiftly, and if possible do so at a time while 
Isaac is asleep. If things go as | suspect they will, he will go 
back to his normal self the farther we distance ourselves 
from that village." 


Garet found himself at a loss for words, and could only nod 
in acknowledgement before quietly stepping out onto the 
cold-infested deck. What was supposed to be a friendly 
gesture towards Isaac had completely flipped, putting Garet 


in a rather self-conscious mood. He had no idea that his 
actions gave off the impression that he was hurting; if 
anything, he thought that he had been doing a fairly good 
job of keeping it contained. Though he wanted to conclude 
that Piers had only noticed because he had lived long 
enough to pick up on these kinds of things, using an excuse 
like that was quite weak, especially considering that Piers 
had spent only a small fraction of his life interacting with 
people outside of Lemuria. 


Turning towards the bow of the ship, Garet spotted Isaac 
leaning on the rail, his blond spikes fluttering in the wintry 
breeze. Instead of going to him, however, the Mars adept 
kept his distance and watched from afar; having already 
failed to steal Isaac's attention from the coast for the past 
few days, trying again today seemed pointless. 


With a quick sweep of his hand, he cleared a nearby bench 
of the thin layer of snow that had piled on and took a seat as 
he bundled his body up tighter. Even in the current 
situation, did it truly appear as though Garet was suffering 
more than the distraught Venus adept staring longingly ata 
snow-covered coastline? Trying to accept that he was in 
more pain that Isaac was farfetched; at most, they were on 
equal terms, but Garet simply could not see how his own 
feelings and actions reflected those of a person in pain. 
Things were not going exactly how he wanted them to, but 
they were not powerful blows to his mental and emotional 
wellbeing. 


Yet, when he thought about it more clearly, the fact that he 
was sitting around brooding over it might have been exactly 
why he appeared so stressed out. Surely if anyone saw him 
now for a few moments before speaking to him, they would 
easily be able to tell that his upbeat attitude was nothing 


more than a front to make himself appear happier than he 
really was. 


Taking a long, deep breath, Garet shut his eyes and tried to 
clear his mind of anything negative, replacing it with 
hopeful thoughts for the future: thoughts of restoring his 
relationship with Jenna, proposing to her, and making sure 
that their lives together would move towards a future they 
could both feel excited about. 


"Just a little longer," he muttered under his breath. "Once 
this journey is over...I'll make things right. | have to..." 


"Almost ready, Isaac?" 
"Yeah, just let me finish up this letter." 


Garet watched as Isaac scribbled along on a piece of 
parchment, hastily blew on it, and rolled it up before tying it 
to his carrier pigeon's leg to be sent off to Mia. Once the bird 
was out of sight, the two men stepped out onto the deck of 
the ship, gazing out at the unfamiliar landscape before 
them. 


It had been a little over three months since they had first set 
out from the Karagol Sea, and the journey along Angara's 
northern coast had been filled with new sights and 
discoveries. Though they knew that releasing Alchemy 
would have a drastic effect on the world, none of the 
Warriors of Vale could have suspected that it might change 
so much in only eleven years. Garet's heart leapt at the 
prospect of stepping into this new land, though he could not 
deny that the amount of change he had seen over these 
past few months frightened him slightly. 


"Mia is really something," Isaac said as they stepped onto 
solid ground. "She must be up to her neck in healing duties, 
but she still always manages to find time to read my letters 
and write back. | can't say I'd be able to do the same if | had 
gone instead of her." 


It seemed as though he was simply speaking aloud as 
opposed to telling Garet, which left the Mars adept with an 
odd feeling. Neither he nor Jenna had once contacted each 
other in the past three months, and Isaac's constant 
messages to and from Mia were incredibly enviable. How was 
it that those two could manage their relationship so well? As 
far as he knew, they had never even gotten into a debate 
over anything, much less an actual fight with each other. If 
there was some secret to their compatibility, Garet needed 
to find out what it was! 


He sighed and shook his head, knowing that it was not 
possible such a secret existed. Even if it did, it was hardly 
likely that Isaac was aware of what it was, meaning that 
asking about it would lead absolutely nowhere. 


"I shall accompany the two of you to Belinsk," Piers said as 
he stepped off the gangplank. "I must greet the king as well, 
and extent my thanks to him for allowing us to dock on his 
land." 


"Have you met the king before?" Isaac asked as the three of 
them started heading along the path. "You make it sound 
like you're familiar with him." 


Piers gave what could only be described as a nervous smile, 
which did not bode well with his two companions. "Familiar 
is a rather exaggerated term. The king and | are acquainted, 
though | hardly believe he will remember me, as our 


meeting was not particularly grand or of any special 
significance." 


"What was he like?" Garet asked, hoping to quell some of his 
poorly hidden nerves. 


"King Albalupus is...well, to put it lightly, he is not what one 
may refer to as a gentle ruler. Ah, by no means does that 
make him a cruel man, but he is rather, shall we say, 
rugged. | suppose it is due to the fact that the beast clan 
elected their first king through a tournament of strength, 
which is to say that his majesty is unquestionably the 
strongest member of the beast clan." 


Garet gulped as quietly as he could, trying to imagine what 
this demi-human might be like based off of Piers' somewhat 
vague description. The idea of meeting a beastman still had 
not fully sunk in, and he was having trouble picturing what a 
hybrid animal person might look like. According to Piers, 
they were not so different from the werewolves in Garoh, but 
he seemed to have forgotten that Isaac's party had never 
been to the werewolf village to experience what that was 
like. 


"In any case, the king is a Jupiter adept and has an ability 
similar to lvan and Sheba. As a warrior himself, he has great 
respect for strong adventurers, so | do not believe there will 
be any problems when going to meet him." 


Those words should have been a relief, but Garet only felt 
more pressure bearing down on him to meet King Albalupus. 
Would he be uncompromising if they could not prove that 
they were of equal or superior strength to him? The very 
thought of trying to prove themselves in front of a man that 
was supposedly the strongest in the entire kingdom was 
more than intimidating; it was outright terrifying. 


Garet's thoughts mattered little, however, as the trio soon 
found themselves stepping into the stone-paved city of 
Belinsk. 


For a kingdom that had only established itself a few years 
ago, the capital city was certainly bustling with activity, as 
people buzzed about in the marketplace. From the centre of 
the town square, a band could be seen playing loudly 
enough for the entire city to hear, and the animalistic 
residents all seemed in high spirits as they went about their 
lives. 


"Amazing," Isaac muttered and nudged Garet, to which he 
could only nod in agreement. 


"It is quite the spectacle," Piers chuckled and gestured for 
them to hurry along. 


They garnered some curious looks from the townspeople as 
they passed through, but were otherwise able to reach the 
castle without any real interruption. Garet could not help 
wondering if humans were a rare sight in this city of beasts; 
though he suspected that must be the case, as he had not 
seen a single other person besides themselves that was not 
covered in fur or feathers. 


"Before we continue," Piers spoke seriously as they stopped 
before the bridge crossing the moat, "please take heed to 
what | said before. The king is not exactly a delicate man, 
but he has great respect for strong warriors. | would advise 
that you two carry yourselves as such; it will surely make 
this a much easier task." 


Only able to nod, the two of them followed Piers and made 
sure to keep their chins up and chests out as they did 

whatever it took to make their presence as battle-hardened 
men known. Handing the guards at the door the letter from 


Ivan, the armoured wolf man allowed them to pass through 
the gates and led them up to the throne room. 


"You have been granted an audience with his majesty," the 
guard spoke gruffly. "He is waiting at the end of the hall 
beyond these doors." 


With that, the guard returned to the front of the castle, 
leaving the three men to enter the audience chamber where 
the strongest man in all of Morgal awaited their arrival. 
Taking a moment to steady their resolve, they pushed open 
the doors and strode as confidently as they could along the 
long carpet leading up to the twin thrones. 


As they stepped before the throne, it took all of Garet's 
resolve not to collapse before the beastman who sat before 
them. Covered in a silvery white fur, he wore clothing more 
befitting of a wild warrior than a king. With one elbow 
leaning against the armrest while his chin rested on his 
palm, the intimidating man exuded an aura of power and 
superiority, almost seeming bored with the three who now 
knelt before him. As they rose from the ground, Garet tried 
hard to meet the king's piercing green eyes, though it was 
near-impossible not to notice that one was forced shut by an 
incredible scar that tore down nearly half his face. 


"Let's skip the formalities," he snarled in a bored yet 
menacing manner. "I'm the king around these parts, but I'd 
have to be an idiot not to know three of the heroes that 
saved the world. No sense in callin' me by all the fancy 'your 
majesty’ and 'your highness’ crap that everyone else does 
‘round here. Name's Albalupus, but I'd rather you called me 
Alpha, 'Lord' Alpha if you really must add some kind of 
honorific." 


Somewhat taken aback by the gruff king's extremely direct 
introduction, the three human men found themselves at a 
loss for words, to which the king smirked at the edge of his 
mouth. 


"Anyway, | got your buddy's letter a while back, and I've 
been expectin' you scrubs for quite some time. Looking to 
do a bit of mountain climbing, eh? Sounds like fun, and I'd 
be damned if | passed up an opportunity like this to sit 
around on my ass in here for another day." 


Suddenly leaping up from his throne, the wolf man landed 
powerfully in front of them, his muscular frame towering 
before them as if to further show just how powerful he was. 


"Enjoy yourselves for today, scrubs. We leave for the 
mountain at daybreak, no questions asked. We'll meet in the 
centre of the town square, and | swear I'll hunt you down if 
you're even a second late. Dismissed!" 


And before any of them got the chance to say even a single 
word to the king, he leapt over their heads, landing all the 
way at the end of the hall and exited the audience chamber 
with what could only be described as a triumphant roar. 
Once he had exited the room, both Garet and Isaac 
collapsed to their knees, and Piers rubbed at his temples in 
what almost seemed like exhaustion. 


"Does anyone know what just happened?" Garet panted. 


"I think...we just met the king?" Isaac answered in a similar 
manner. "And apparently he already knows us." 


"Indeed," Piers groaned. "Though we should feel grateful 
that our deeds have been acknowledged by such an 
important figure, it appears that he will be personally 
accompanying us on our expedition tomorrow. | had not 


even planned on joining the two of you, but | suppose there 
is no other choice at this point." 


Each man looked at each other and let out a long sigh. 
Today would mark the first notable point in the journey for 
the Roc's feather, and it seemed that it would begin witha 
very exhausting and unexpected first step. 


Heh, I'm looking forward to next chapter, mainly because I'm 
not sure exactly how | want the mountain expedition to go 
just yet. In fact, | wasn't totally sure how | wanted to write 
the character for Morgal's king until basically when Piers 
started talking about him. He isn't an OC, but because he 
doesn't actually appear in the games, | could only base his 
character off of the small descriptions | got from the GS Wiki. 
His name, Albalupus, is alba lupus put together into one 
word, and it means white wolf in Latin. Alpha is obviously in 
reference to how he's basically a wolf man and the king of 
the nation. 


| said it was only going to be two chapters, but with the way 
things are going, | might even spend the whole next chapter 
on the mountain expedition and finish up the journey two 
chapters from now, giving this short little arc three chapters, 
which is way more than | had planned when | started writing 
this story (1 thought it would take one at most). Also, though 
| don't think his role will be all that important, look forward 
to seeing a familiar character in the next chapter ;) 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Gengal/upite 


*Chapter 22*: Expedition Il 


Time between updates seems to fly whenever | don't write 
on the weekends... Seriously, though, | feel like | literally 
finished writing the previous chapter yesterday but it's 
already been a week (and honestly by the time this actually 
gets posted it'll have been more than a week). | guess it's 
because | work all the time and catch up on my shows when 
| get home, so | don't tend to leave myself much time for 
writing aside from the weekends. Eh, that's the way the 
cookie crumbles, and with school looming in the horizon | 
can only hope to get this story finished before then. Heh, 
and to think that the goal was before August... 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Expedition II 


Garet had not awoken before daybreak since he and Isaac 
had departed the cabin, so to suddenly find himself in a 
situation in which he now had to get up and prepare to 
climb a mountain all before Sol rose over the horizon was 
quite a bit to take in. For half of the morning he had not 
even realized he was wearing a sock on his hand instead of 
his foot, and as he went to fix it, he found a glove slid 
halfway over his foot. It was rather odd to be racing around 
while still half asleep. 


On the other hand, Isaac seemed rather composed, getting 
ready in much the same way he would back when they were 
younger. With his sword steadily strapped to his back, the 
Venus adept flared out the ends of his jacket and slid some 
fingerless gloves over his hands. His presence exuded 
leadership, and had Garet not known the situation his best 


friend was currently in, it would be impossible to tell that the 
man before him was undergoing some significantly severe 
emotional stress. 


"You're all set to go?" Isaac asked. 


"G-Give me a sec," Garet answered as he stumbled to slide 
the boots over his feet. Once they were on, he strapped an 
axe to his back and made sure to grab his pack before the 
two men set out to meet Piers and the beastly king Alpha. 


The morning air was brisk as they stepped out of the inn and 
began heading towards the town square. Like any human 
town, the people of Belinsk were also getting up and starting 
to move, going about their daily routines despite it being 
only the break of dawn. Again, like they had the other day, 
the two adepts were met with a myriad of stares and the 
occasional photo flash, further proving that humans must 
seem just as out-of-place here as a beastman would in nearly 
any other kingdom. 


The town square began to loom ahead of them, and the 
silhouettes of five figures came into view. Upon coming 
closer, they became recognizable as Piers, King Alpha, two 
soldiers, and, surprisingly, a child beastman that could not 
be any older than ten. 


"Well, well, you scrubs aren't so bad, are ye?" Alpha 
chuckled once they were within hearing distance. "Any 
longer and | would've charged straight towards the inn and 
taken you out of there by force." 


"Thank the heavens that you are on time," Piers sighed in 
relief, his face showing that he had been worrying the entire 
morning. "I am quite certain that he is not simply pulling our 
legs when he says he would have done so." 


Garet and Isaac both nodded, though their gazes 
instinctually fell to the child. As expected, the young 
beastman cowered a bit under the gazes of the two 
unknown humans, and he quickly ducked behind the king's 
legs to hide himself. 


"Oi, you'll make me look bad if you do that," Alpha scolded 
and nudged the child with his foot. "Ah, this here's my son, 
Volechek. He's still just a pup but now's the best time to 
train him to be a good 'n proper warrior!" 


There was another pause as the adepts continued to eye the 
child warily. It was not until Piers rather conspicuously 
cleared his throat that either of them made any attempt to 
speak. 


"If you don't mind my asking," Garet spoke cautiously, 
trying not to continue staring at the fearful young prince, 
“how old is he?" 


Alpha gave Garet an odd stare and blinked once before 
bursting out laughing, his razor-sharp teeth glinting as his 
mouth flew open. 


"You humans and your delicacies," he managed to say once 
he'd calmed down some. "The kiddo here is seven. Honestly, 
| think he's a late bloomer, not getting trained earlier on, but 
the wife's word is law when it comes to her kids. Anyway, 
he'll be coming along on our little expedition; think of it like 
a rite of passage on the road to becoming a ruler." 


Seven years old and he was considered a late bloomer? Just 
how insane was this man?! Then again, animals tended to 
have shorter lifespans than humans, so maybe their 
thoughts on time were still wired to think in terms of their 
old selves instead of the humanistic creatures they were 
now. 


"U-Um," Volechek started meekly, "I-I'Il...I'Il try not to slow 
anyone d-down today." 


Alpha snorted. "Tch, with an attitude like that you'll never be 
a proper ruler. That's all gonna change starting today." 


Garet had mixed feelings as the group started heading out 
of the city and towards the mountain. Was it right for them 
to be bringing a child on what could end up being a perilous 
journey? Mountains were dangerous enough to go venturing 
up without some kind of path, and it was highly likely there 
would be hostile monsters living on it as well. Even with the 
small sword at Volechek's waist, he did not seem like he had 
had any sort of training with it. 


Shaking his head, Garet simply ignored his conscience and 
figured that Alpha would keep his son safe if push came to 
shove. As they stepped out of the city limits, he hoped only 
that they would be able to get through this without incident. 


Alpha let out a monstrous roar as he used his bare claws to 
rip through a horde of monsters blocking their path. The two 
beastmen guards brandished their weapons but stayed ina 
defensive stance around Volechek, whose hands quivered as 
he held the sword weakly between them. 


"Behind!" Isaac shouted, spinning around to slice at the ape 
that leapt at them. 


"Piers, cover!" Garet growled, smashing the flat of his axe 
into a goblin before hacking into the body of another. 


"Right!" Piers glowed blue momentarily and ten of the 
monsters running towards them were immediately encased 


in a thick layer of ice. 


Their footing was relatively unstable, and try as they might, 
the warriors found themselves slipping and stumbling as 
they struggled to hold off the unusually large horde of 
monsters. It was likely they had trespassed on a nesting 
ground or perhaps had simply irritated the creatures; it was 
impossible to tell what was what on a craggy peak like this, 
so Knowing what had set them off was rather unclear. 


The battle raged on for quite some time, and the only one 
who seemed to be enjoying himself was Alpha. By the time 
they were finished, everyone except for the king collapsed 
in a heap as they passed around some provisions. Garet 
wiped the monster blood from his axe and armour, and he 
could see that even Volechek's little blade had been stained 
by dirge blood. Alpha's weapon, on the other hand, had not 
even left his back, the savage king opting to use his natural 
weapons over inconvenient tools. 


"Ahaha! | haven't been able to cut loose like that in ages!" 
Alpha laughed, wiping the blood from his mouth with the 
back of his hand. "All the political crap that goes on in the 
castle just isn't something that someone like me should be 
taking care of." 


"Father, you shouldn't-" 


"Eh, pipe down, kiddo, | know it's my job." In one quick 
motion, Alpha swooped his son up onto his shoulders and 
laughed as Volechek cried out unsteadily. "Listen, now, 
you're a smart kid, way smarter than this old fighter could 
ever be. You keep on taking your lessons and l'Il train you to 
be a warrior on the side. Then, by the time you're an adult, 
you'll be the most unstoppable king this world has ever 
seen!" 


"M-Me? A k-king?" 


Despite his fur being mussed up and spotted with blood, 
Alpha suddenly looked much more delicate and fatherly. The 
warrior that had ripped through countless monsters only 
moments ago had suddenly transformed into a fun-loving 
parent. Even Volechek seemed to relax from the calm aura 
his father was emitting. 


"I can't be king forever, and I'm gonna hand it off to you 
someday. That's why you've gotta be strong, Volechek; we're 
the first royal bloodline of beastmen, and | don't want some 
stupid scrub beating you in a fight and stealing that away 
from us!" 


Garet was surprised by the relationship that Alpha and 
Volechek had, not because they were so vastly different in 
personality, but because, despite being of royal lineage, 
they were just like any father and son. Alpha's rough 
exterior and rather gruff way of putting things masked the 
true intentions he had to set up a good future for his son, 
who would inevitably succeed him someday. The Mars adept 
could not help wondering if someday he might have a son 
with whom he could share a similar relationship with. 


"All right, you three, no need to get all sappy on me," Alpha 
chuckled as he put Volechek back on the ground. 


"We've not said anything, though," Piers spoke in surprise. 
"How did my lord conclude that we were acting in sucha 
manner?" 


Alpha smirked, his dagger-like teeth showing at the edge of 
his mouth. "Did you forget that I'm an adept too? | suppose 
you would, seeing as how | prefer brute force over psynergy, 
but with the three of you and me here we have the whole 
foursome of elements." 


It took Garet a minute to fully understand what he was 
implying, but when the implication clicked, he suddenly felt 
quite exposed, as if a more aggressive Ivan were standing 
before them. If he could read minds, though, why was his 
power not beyond his control like lvan and Sheba's? 


"Don't misunderstand, I'm not exactly what you'd calla 
mind-reader," Alpha said, though the fact that no one had 
asked aloud was somewhat contradictory to his statement. 
"It's more of a beastman ability: Spirit Sense, we call it. The 
stronger your psynergy, the more you can tell from it; | can 
pretty much read thoughts at my level, but Volechek's 
psynergy is pretty weak. Right now, | doubt he could do 
more than sense how you're feeling." 


The king roughly patted his son on the head and chuckled. 
With little else to say, the group continued up the mountain, 
the journey becoming more and more perilous as they 
climbed higher. Every so often they were forced to stop, 
whether it was due to a monster ambush, a difficult obstacle, 
or simply a need to rest after climbing for an extended 
period of time. Many times, Garet found himself in the 
awkward position of being pulled up a high ledge by the 
beastmen that were able to leap up to it themselves. 


The sun was beating down on them intensely by the time 
the peak came into view, and the fatigue and exhaustion 
were apparent on everyone's faces. Though Alpha tried to 
hide his, the others could see that he had probably pushed 
himself a bit too far in all his excitement. 


"This'll be a pretty interesting story to tell," Isaac chuckled 
as he passed his water to Garet. 


"You think?" he asked and glugged down some of the 
lukewarm liquid. "I'm not sure it'll sound anywhere near as 


crazy as actually being here in the thick of it." 


“"Hmm...maybe, but either way, | want to let Mia know about 
it. It isn't something that happens every day." 


Garet could only nod and hand the water back to Isaac. In 
truth, he knew that telling the healer about their journey up 
the mountain was only a secondary motive for Isaac, the 
primary reason being that he wanted to make sure she was 
still doing alright. Of course, Knowing Mia, she would likely 
not say much if anything had happened, so it seemed a bit 
counterproductive for Isaac to be going to such lengths 
when he knew nothing was going to be revealed. 


The guilt started to sink in again as Garet remembered that 
he had not contacted Jenna at all since leaving on this 
journey. Should he be worried about her the same way that 
Isaac was worried about Mia? Jenna was not in a life- 
threatening situation, nor was she being faced with any sort 
of troubles that she would possibly need to let him know 
about. Even if he decided to write a letter to her, Garet 
imagined that she would simply send the pigeon back to 
him without any kind of response. He was aware that this did 
not necessarily mean she was angry with him, but to send 
word only to receive none did little to help ease his mind. 


"Alright, scrubs," Alpha panted slightly, "we're almost at the 
peak. It should just be on the other side of that cliff up 
there." He pointed to a spot roughly fifty meters above 
where they were. "Once we get up there...well, just do what | 
say." 


Not that any of them doubted the king on his word for any 
warnings prior, but the way he spoke just now sent a shiver 
of anxiety through each of the human adepts. Awaiting 
them at the top of the mountain was a bird with feathers 


that would help Ivan finish his flying machine. The very 
thought that two plumes could provide enough lift to 
actually allow a person to fly frightened Garet; a creature 
that had feathers of such a size had to be enormous! 


It felt like hardly any time before they were clambering up 
the final slope that would lead to the peak, and Garet was 
practically shaking at the prospect of seeing the magnificent 
bird. Before they could look above the ledge, however, 
Alpha halted and held out his arm, signaling them to stop 
where they were so he could speak. 


"Before we continue," he spoke sternly, "I must be the first to 
approach. My guards will follow behind, then Volechek, and 
then the three of you. | may be rough around the edges, but 
| am still a representative of the kingdom; this is a sacred 
being among my people, and to even bear witness to it is a 
great honour. Also, you would do well to remember that the 
King of the Mountain is quite capable of killing all seven of 
us with a simple flick of its wing. We are in its territory; pay 
it respect and we shall receive." 


To hear the blunt king speak in a more formal manner was 
quite off-putting, and the seriousness of what they were 
doing hit Garet all at once right then. Not since Ivan had told 
them had he realized that they would essentially be meeting 
a god among the beastmen and asking it to relinquish a part 
of its body to them. It no longer seemed as though Alpha 
had simply come along for the thrill of it; this was an 
extremely exceptional event, not to mention one that no 
human had likely ever been a part of. 


Slowly following along in the order that Alpha had specified, 
the adepts went wide-eyed at the sight of the titan bird 
sitting at the peak of the mountain. It eyed them carefully, 
seeming to peer beyond their exteriors to see which one of 


them would be most likely to break under the pressure. It 
was difficult to meet its gaze, and to see even the great King 
Albalupus lower his head to the Mountain Roc was more 
intimidating than any previous experience Garet had been 
through. 


They followed Alpha's lead as he stopped and knelt before 
the Mountain Roc. The wolf king's body glowed purple, 
presumably to speak to the bird and to make the request. Its 
stony eyes darted around to each member of the group, as if 
to scrutinize each one of them individually. Garet felt guilty 
that he could do nothing but watch Volechek's small, 
quaking figure, though it was unlikely that the young beast 
prince wanted to be comforted by a human. 


After a long time of kneeling, to the point where Garet's legs 
began to go numb, Alpha's purple glow disappeared, and he 
slowly got to his feet, gesturing for the others to do the 
same. 


"The Great King of the Mountain has heard our request and 
will comply," Alpha spoke formally again. "He asks that we 
brace ourselves, lest we wish to be blown off the mountain 
as unintentional collateral damage." 


Before he even had the chance to panic, Garet felt a 
tightening around his feet, and looked down to see that 
Isaac had created some vines to fasten everyone's legs to 
the ground. With a nod, the beast king turned back to the 
titanic bird and briefly glowed purple again. 


With an ear-splitting screech, the Mountain Roc rose from its 
seated position atop the peak and stood, showing its true 
height to the warriors as it spread its wings out as well. With 
another screech, it flapped its wings together in a clapping 
motion, sending unimaginably powerful gusts of wind 


towards the party of seven. It took all of Garet's strength just 
to stay standing, and he was forced to shut his eyes from the 
amount of wind that was blowing towards him. 


This continued for a few minutes before three plumes finally 
fell in front of them. Once the Mountain Roc ceased its 
flapping, it returned to its seated position and pushed the 
feathers towards Alpha using its beak. With a deep bow, the 
wolf king took all three feathers in his hands and turned 
about, signaling for the others to leave in the exact opposite 
order that they had come in. Heeding his instruction, the 
adepts exited first and did not stop until they were 
completely out of sight from the peak. 


“Magnificent, isn't he?" Alpha mused once they had 
regrouped. "I can't even begin to imagine what it would be 
like to have so much power." 


For the strongest member of the beastmen to make such a 
statement truly put into perspective the godliness of the 
Mountain Roc. Though the hardest part was over, Garet was 
having difficulty calming his racing heart. Even when he had 
stood before the Fusion Dragon, Doom Dragon, and even the 
Wise One itself, he had never experienced such a feeling of 
inferiority before. To behold a creature of such immeasurable 
presence made his entire body quiver. 


"Right, these are for you." Alpha proceeded to hand one of 
the massive feathers to Isaac and the other to Garet, holding 
onto the third for himself. "I don't really remember what you 
needed those feathers for, but you should feel honoured that 
the King of the Mountain was generous enough to provide 
you with two." 


More than honoured, neither of the two of them seemed able 
to speak, sharing only an awed glance at one another before 


turning to Piers for some kind of support. Even the usually 
composed Lemurian seemed to be a bit shaken up, though 
he was able to gather himself within a few moments. 


"Y-Yes, of course. We could never even hope to take for 
granted the gift that has been bestowed upon us." 


Alpha grinned, seeming to have expected the three adepts 
to be this shaken up by the experience. With only a nod, the 
wolf king began leading the way back down the mountain. 
Their task completed, the adepts began their descent of the 
mountain, knowing that the only remaining part of their 
journey would be the long return journey to Kalay. 


“Thank you again for all you have done for us," Piers said 
with a bow. "But truly you did not need to see us off yourself, 
Lord Alpha. To be quite honest, | have mixed feelings about 
your assistance with personally carrying some of our 
supplies onto the ship." 


"Heh, it's like you didn't get to know me at all on our little 
expedition,” the beast king laughed, patting Piers on the 
shoulder. 


After returning to Belinsk, the adepts were invited into the 
palace as guests to stay the night. Piers initially objected to 
the invitation, but the fact that it was nearly sunset when 
they returned, not to mention the fact that they were all 
quite exhausted, forced him to change his mind. After all, 
the Lemurian would not be able to steer the ship considering 
how fatigued he was, and leaving after dark would only 
make it that much more difficult to head off. 


As the last crate was loaded onto the ship, the three adepts 
now stood before Alpha and Volechek to say farewell. 


"Anyway," Alpha continued, "I didn't come out 'ere just to 
help you load your ship. | got a report back this morning 
from a travelling scout of mine; says the land an' seas have 
been changing like crazy over these past few months and 
that you'd best be careful if you plan on sailing along the 
coast." 


"I see, that's very helpful to know." 


"I've also got my own troubles to worry about here at home, 
too. Those idiot Sanans to the south keep marching onto 
Morgal territory and treating it like it's their damn property. 
Heh, well, | suppose that's the political way of putting it, but 
in reality | wouldn't be surprised if we ended up going to war 
pretty soon. You scrubs were lucky to have gotten here 
before that happened; can't imagine anyone here would've 
helped a bunch o' humans if we'd gone off to war." 


Garet shot a glance to Isaac, who had dropped his gaze to 
the ground. They knew very well that releasing alchemy 
back into the world would bring chaos along with it. 
Changing land, changing people, wars for power, nothing 
was unthinkable at such a time. It was not their fault that 
these things were happening, yet even Garet could not help 
feeling at least a little bit accountable for all the trouble the 
world was now forced to endure. Of course, their choice had 
also saved the world from destruction, so now it was simply 
a matter of testing the people of Weyard on whether they 
had the resolve to support humanity or if they would destroy 
it themselves. 


"| see," Piers spoke sternly. "We had best be going so not to 
keep you from your duties, then. Again, our deepest 


gratitude for providing us so much assistance, and | hope 
that we are able to meet again in the future." 


Alpha grinned toothily and pumped his fist in front of him. 
"We will, no doubt. As long as you three don't go kicking the 
bucket, we'll definitely get the chance to meet again. Who 
knows, maybe we can even see which of us is stronger, eh? 
Haha!" 


"I-I'll make sure to train until | can hold my own, too," 
Volechek added meekly. 


With a small round of chuckles, the three humans bowed 
once again before turning to board the ship. Once the 
gangplank was pulled up, they looked over the side to see 
Alpha giving them some kind of salute while Volechek 
waved. As the ship pulled out of the cove, the beastmen 
turned and left, disappearing from sight. 


"Now, just a few months at sea and you can go back to your 
regular lives," Piers said brightly. 


Both Garet and Isaac gave the captain a small smile, but it 
was quite clear that both of them had mixed feelings about 
going back. Of course, had this journey taken longer, it was 
not as though things would have been better for them, but 
returning to their regular lives was not exactly what one 
might call paradise. 


Garet could only wonder how things would be when he 
returned. Would he be able to return home, or should he go 
back to the cabin with Isaac? While he did have about three 
months to figure it out, he did not look forward to stressing 
over such a trivial ordeal. Unfortunately, he doubted that 
any advice from Isaac, Piers, or any of the other 
crewmembers would really help him decide. 


"I'm heading to my room," Isaac said and turned towards the 
lower decks. "I'll be writing a letter to Mia. Anything you 
want to say to her?" 


It was apparent that he was only speaking to Garet, as Piers 
had already left to steer the ship. "Oh, uh...just tell her to be 
Safe." 


"Got it." 


The wooden door shut behind the Venus adept, leaving 
Garet out on the deck as the gentle ocean breeze blew 
lightly past his face. With a sigh, he slumped down onto the 
ground and rested an arm against his knee, hoping that his 
sea legs had not left in the two days he had been off of the 
ship. 


"What should | even do anymore?" he muttered under his 
breath. "How should | go back?" 


With clear skies over him and the kingdom of beasts behind 
him, Garet looked up to the sky, watching until Isaac's 
carrier pigeon flew off, heading west towards the wintry 
village of Imil where Mia was. Hanging his head as the ship 
rocked him back and forth, the redhead muttered under his 
breath before slowly making his way down to his cabin. 


“Jenna...| miss you..." 


Short chapter, could've made it longer but it would have just 
been longer versions of what happened on the mountain or 
an extension of the ending. Either way, it would have been 
more unnecessary filler that | can't really put into the story 
at this point. Next chapter will be the last in this arc and 
then it's basically the final few chapters of the story after 
that. 


Gah, I'm a bit disappointed that it's been a year and a half 
since | started this story, especially since WiH only took 
three or four months to complete. True, | wasn't trying to 
write three stories at once back then, and it was also a new 
and exciting experience to write a story (one that was 
getting a lot of feedback too), but this should have been 
relatively easy since all of the groundwork was laid out and | 
just had to fit a story to it. Can't be helped at this point, | 
Suppose. 


Anyway, after going over all the things | still have left to 
write about, there should be about six chapters and an 
epilogue left to write (which | can hopefully finish before 
September). I'm going to try to get another chapter written 
before next weekend because l'Il be away and don't really 
think I'll get any writing done while on vacation. It'll be 
tough but not the first time I've written a chapter in five 
days or less. 


Thanks for reading and please review! | know Golden Sun is 
basically a dead franchise but that's why we need fans like 
us to help revive it! 


-Gengal/upite 


*Chapter 23*: Expedition Ill 


Meant to get this started on Sunday, didn't until Monday. 
Not a huge setback but definitely significant since | probably 
could have written at least half on a day off. Oh well, we'll 
see if | do manage to get this posted before | leave for 
vacation. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Expedition III 


"Ugh... H-Hey, Piers, are you sure there's no way we can stop 
the ship from rocking so much?" 


"Unfortunately we cannot. Truly | would if there were a way; 
however, the safest course of action in a storm this severe is 
simply to wait it out, as trying to sail out of it could lead to 
more dangerous waters or unseen hazards." 


Garet understood what Piers was saying, but the ship's 
rocking had already proven to be too much for his body. The 
number of times he had thrown up in the past few hours left 
him wondering how he was still managing to feel hydrated. 
Clutching at his head, the sickly Mars adept unsteadily 
headed out of the navigation room so that he could make his 
way down to his bed quarters. 


When he finally managed to stumble through the halls to his 
chambers, the first thing he could think to do was lay down 
and keep a pail close by. The ship creaked and groaned as 
the choppy waters, playing like a sickening melody that only 
served to further nauseate him, rocked it to and fro. He 
dared not look out the window, as he did not want to crush 


his hopes of this storm ending when he was met with an 
endless sky of black-grey clouds. 


He did not even hear the knock at the door as Isaac poked 
his head in with what could only be described as a 
sympathetic smile. 


"Hey, you doing all right there?" he asked. 
"Just peachy." 


The Venus adept chuckled wryly and took a seat on the stool 
that had been tucked beneath the desk. "Can't say | blame 
you; even l'm starting to get a bit dizzy from all this 
rocking." 


"What | wouldn't give to feel only a little bit dizzy right 
now..." 


Isaac seemed slightly preoccupied and did not make any 
sort of response to the Mars adept's remark. Watching as he 
fiddled with something in his hands, Garet noticed it shine 
as the light managed to hit it at just the right angle. 


"What's that you've got?" he asked, hoping that by talking 
about something he might steer his attention away from his 
seasickness. 


“Hmm? Oh, this." Isaac stopped fiddling with it and held it in 
his open palm for Garet to see. "It's...well, it's Mia's 
engagement ring. She, uh, asked me to hold onto it so that | 
could give it to her again when she comes back... 
eventually..." 


The redhead eyed the spiraling double bands of mithril 
silver with only the slightest hint of envy, wondering how 
much Isaac had spent on the triple-diamond-topped piece of 


jewelry. The ship suddenly lurched downwards, immediately 
stealing Garet's attention away from his envious feelings as 
if to tell him to move on with the conversation. 


"You make it sound so hopeless," he panted lightly. "C'mon, 
you know she'll be back. It might take some time, but 
there's no way she'll just leave you by yourself." 


The Venus adept sighed and slipped the ring into a secure 
pocket on his jacket. "I know, it's just...1 want to see her 
again... | got to be with her every day since she found me all 
those years ago, and now that | can't see her | don't know 
what to do with myself. | mean...this journey was more of a 
distraction than something | felt obligated to do..." 


"| guess | kind of get what you're saying, man, but it can't be 
that bad, right? | get to spend every day with Jenna and 
look...where I...where I..." 


His sentence trailed off as he successfully managed to 
depress himself. Look where he and Jenna were right now? 
Look at how their relationship had reached a point where 
just being in the same space for an hour sent them into 
enraged hysterics? Isaac's relationship with Mia was nothing 
like that; those two were the most compatible people in 
current existence. How could he hope to relate when their 
reasons for being split up from their significant others were 
on opposite ends of the spectrum? 


"A-Anyway, the point is that you'll be just fine while she's 
away." 


Isaac scratched his head and leaned his elbows on the desk, 
turning away from Garet. "I just wish | had gone with her...or 
at the very least | had gone in her place. I can't even bring 
myself to face anyone in Kalay, so it would have made more 
sense for our roles to have been reversed." 


"But it makes sense why you stayed instead of her." 


Isaac turned to look at him, cocking his head to the side in 
confusion. 


Having somewhat managed to stave off his wooziness, Garet 
continued. "Didn't you tell me that she said she left because 
she should be the one to protect Imil, her home?" The blond 
nodded and bit his lip in response. "Then it makes sense 
that you hadn't gone back. | Know you lived there for seven 
years but your hometown was Vale, unlike Mia who grew up 
in Imil. She left to protect her hometown, the same way you 
can't bring yourself to face anyone because you couldn't do 
the same for yours." 


Again, Garet was struck by another pang of guilt as he 
thought about how he should have been the one to exile 
himself in the mountains. It was not Isaac's fault that he was 
not there to protect the villagers. To hold himself 
accountable for something he had no control over was 
simply unreasonable; however, Garet had been there and 
only managed to save a few people. 


The two men stayed in silence for a while, likely pondering 
over the same thing: that their actions from a decade ago 
had led to all the problems they now faced. Mt. Aleph would 
not have erupted again if it had not become active again. 
The monsters would not have turned as hostile or become 
intelligent enough to invade Imil with three separate armies. 
The beast people of Morgal - who would not even exist right 
now - would not be on the brink of war with the power- 
hungry kingdoms to the south. 


In the grand scheme of things, Garet could not help feeling 
that his relationship troubles were of little impact when 
compared to the chaos that Weyard had erupted into. While 


he was struggling to please the woman he loved, others he 
knew were fighting for their lives, doing whatever they could 
to hold off their enemies. Did he really have the right to 
complain about the petty issues in his own personal life? 


"I think I'll go talk to Piers for a bit," Isaac spoke quietly, 
tucking the stool back under the desk as he made his way to 
the door. With only a lazy wave over his shoulder, the Venus 
adept disappeared as he shut the door behind him. 


Left alone with the realization that he was of little 
significance to this current world, Garet sighed and rolled on 
his side, beginning to feel his seasickness setting in again. 
With a yawn and a sudden shiver running down his spine, he 
slid under the blanket and shut his eyes, hoping that some 
sleep might reprieve him of his sickness and negative 
thoughts. 


The first two months of the journey were slow, with storms 
constantly plaguing their advancement. Full days went by 
with no progress, as the waters were simply too rough to 
traverse. By the time the storms had finally cleared, the ship 
could only make so much progress before another storm hit. 
Truly the world had become a fickle place after alchemy had 
taken control. 


"Wait, what do you mean we're only here?!" Garet cried 
while placing his finger on the map. "Piers, we were more 
than halfway to Morgal in this time on the way there!" 


The Lemurian sighed as he frowned and tried to sort things 
out with the map. Meanwhile, some of the navigation crew 
was busy running around trying to catch their bearings after 
becoming disoriented from the latest storm. 


"As | said, we have only managed to determine that we are 
currently in this location. Unfortunately, it seems that in our 
brief time in Morgal the land has made a rather drastic 
change, and we cannot rely on any of our maps to guide us." 


"So what you're saying is that we can't move on?" Isaac 
asked. 


Piers shook his head. "No, that is not the case. It is simply 
that with Weyard changing so quickly, we cannot hope to 
make haste. Considering that our maps were accurate two 
months ago but are not any longer, it would not be 
completely impossible to find ourselves stranded in the 
middle of a landmass following a storm." 


"But isn't that what the wings are for?" 


"I do not doubt our ability to provide enough psynergy for 
the ship to fly; however, you must understand that with only 
three of us having any significant reserves the ship would 
likely only fly for a few hours, and in that time the three of 
us will be completely exhausted." 


Though neither of them liked the prospects of what Piers was 
saying, Garet and Isaac could not find a counterargument 
for any of it. They had never tried to fly the ship with less 
than eight people, and even back then it had taken a toll on 
their bodies after a full day of flying. Should they run into 
any trouble after landing, none of them would have enough 
energy to face it, leaving the crew to try fending for 
themselves. Garet did not doubt the crew's capabilities, but 
without their captain or the other two warriors in 
commission, the odds would not be as good. 


"I am terribly sorry," Piers said as he rubbed his hand over 
his face. "| have sent word to Ivan to inform him of this 
setback. | presume he will do what he can to cover for your 


duties, but at this point in time | cannot be sure how long 
our journey will take." 


Garet wanted to argue, to plead, to do something that would 
hasten their travels. He had already been away for almost 
half a year, and he was not sure that his relationship could 
handle being separated for much longer. If there were some 
way he could help, he would do whatever he could to do so, 
but with the way things were none of them could do much of 
anything. 


Lightly pounding his shaking fist on the map table, the Mars 
adept turned about and strode out of the navigation room. 
As he stepped out on the deck, he could not control himself 
from kicking a wooden pail over, effectively knocking the 
water within it all over the floor. At this point in time, Garet 
could not care any less about the minor consequences of his 
actions. 


"Garet!" Isaac's voice called from somewhere behind. "Garet, 
wait up!" 


He did not stop or slow down for his friend, continuing to 
storm aimlessly around the deck until Isaac caught up to 
him. 


"Garet, try to calm down a bit-" 


“Calm down? Calm down?! Isaac, | wasn't even sure it was a 
good idea to come on this journey in the first place, and now 
we might be stuck at sea for even longer? How am | 
supposed to calm down?!" 


Any attempt to stay in character for his best friend had been 
left in the navigation room, and Garet was baring his real 
self to Isaac for what felt like the first time in a while. 


"Look," the blond said, "I get that you're frustrated, but 
causing trouble for the crew isn't going to make us get home 
any sooner." 


"Getting back home may not be a huge issue for you right 
now, but our lives are fundamentally different from each 
other, Isaac. | have a job to uphold, a relationship to repair, 
and a family that's still suffering from the eruption! Hell, | 
don't even know if /'ve stopped suffering, but that's beside 
the point. | can't afford to waste time; | need to get home as 
quickly as possible!" 


Isaac sighed deeply, seeming neither angry nor 
disappointed by Garet's impatient attitude. As he turned out 
to look off at the landmasses on the horizon, the Venus 
adept closed his eyes and slowly took a deep breath. 


"Our situations are different, | get it," he said softly. "I don't 
have anything to go back to right now, and honestly I'm not 
even sure that | want to go back yet." He turned back to 
Garet with an amused smile. "The thing is that it doesn't 
matter what | want anymore. I've kind of had to realize that 
no matter how in control you think you are, life is always 
beyond your manageable capabilities. We can't force this 
trip to go any faster the same way | can't force the war in 
Imil to end or your relationship problems to go away. It's not 
something | want to accept, but it's just the way things go." 


Garet spat in annoyance, only able to see Isaac's words as 
those of a depressed pessimist. There were parts of life that 
were beyond control, yes, but to say that the entire thing 
was all some sort of predetermined plan? He could not bring 
himself to accept such a flawed idea. As soon as Mia 
returned from Imil, there was little doubt in Garet's mind 
that Isaac would lose that outlook on life and reevaluate 
what he had just said. 


Though Isaac continued to go on about something or other 
that was meant to lighten Garet's current mood, he ignored 
whatever it was that he was saying. He silently continued to 
fume, not even realizing after some time that Isaac must 
have left. As he turned around, Garet noticed that the crew 
had calmed down from running around earlier, and he 
figured that he must have been standing there for much 
longer than anticipated. With an aggravated snort, he began 
Snapping a small flame on and off of his fingertip as he 
stormed off towards his bed quarters. 


Had everything gone as planned, the adepts' return journey 
should have been roughly three months at sea, the same as 
when they had set out. The constant storms and slow travel 
delayed their progress without any sign of letting up, and 
Piers had long since abandoned using the map as anything 
more than a reference and something to scribble on to mark 
down what the land resembled now. Every day was a 
challenge, however, and Isaac and Garet were continuously 
called into the navigation room when the crew found 
themselves stranded on an island that appeared beneath 
the ship in their sleep. 


One month's delay turned into two, and in turn that two 
became three, then four, and then five. With each day that 
passed, Garet only began to despair more and more, and he 
was well aware that he was not the only one. Isaac's mood 
had fouled almost to the same level as his, and the crew was 
constantly on edge. Piers seemed to be very good at 
containing his frustration, but the stress of being the captain 
at a time like this must have been exhausting. Garet did not 
even want to imagine what the Lemurian would do after he 
had returned them back to Kalay; should he and his crew 
become stranded on an island, he would have to fly the ship 
with his own power, the strain of doing so eight times more 
difficult than what he had grown accustomed to. 


The far reaches of the north were ruthless, with the regular 
storms now being blizzards at sea. Garet did what he could 
to keep the crew warm, but doing so was proving to be 
nearly impossible. Piers had since relinquished his 
navigating and steering duties to another helmsman, as he 
was busy healing the sick crewmates. The two men found 
themselves in one of the lower deck's common rooms that 
was now serving as a rest area for the crew. 


"How's the food situation looking?" Garet asked hoarsely. 


Piers looked up from the man he was healing and shook his 
head slowly. "I am afraid we may have to cut down on our 
meals even more than we already have been. | hate to do so, 
especially when the physical labourers need the energy 
more than ever, but we were not prepared for such 
unforgiving conditions out here." 


Garet nodded disappointingly, knowing that this would 
likely be the answer he was going to receive. For the past 
month or two, the crew had already cut down on their 
consumption each day, and they were currently only eating 
about half of what they had been when their return journey 
began. Back then, procuring food and water was as simple 
as stopping at a port town and restocking, but out here in 
the frozen north, the only port town was the one by Mercury 
Lighthouse. 


"Do you think it wise for us to stop so near to Imil with Isaac 
aboard?" Piers asked. "We can surely make it to the next 
port town if we ration our food properly." 


Garet shook his head. "It's too risky. If one of us gets sick or 
injured from a monster along the way, it could be the end for 
all of us. At this rate Isaac's feelings have to take a backseat 
to our safe return." 


"| understand that, but my concern is not so much for his 
well-being as it is his resolve to keep his promise to Mia. He 
has been locked in his room for nearly a month now, and | 
fear that if we dock at the port town, he will rush off against 
her wishes." 


The Mars adept knew that was a possibility - hardly anyone 
had spoken so much as a word or even seen Isaac in this 
past month. However... 


"Is it really such a terrible thing if he goes to join her?" Piers 
seemed surprised by Garet's question, jerking his head back 
a bit and blinking his widened eyes. "I mean...well, | get that 
he'd be breaking his promise, but there really isn't anything 
for him to go back to at home. Even if Mia got upset that he 
showed up, I think she'd be more overcome by happiness 
just to see his face again." 


Saying those words left a dropping sensation in his chest, 
and he had to forcibly shake his thoughts away from Jenna 
lest he depress himself in front of Piers. 


Piers sighed as he made his way to another sickly 
crewmember. "Frankly speaking, | feel the same way as you 
do about this, Garet. Should Isaac decide to run to her side, 
well, what goes on in their relationship is none of my 
concern." Though that should have been a decisive 
statement, Piers furrowed his brow and closed his eyes. 
"Unfortunately, unbeknownst to Isaac, Mia and | have been 
exchanging letters of...less pleasant matters." 


Garet was not in the mood for Piers' flowery words right now, 
and his hard stare seemed to get through to the captain the 
moment he noticed. 


"As of late, she and | have been...shall | say, experiencing 
the same dream. | thought it nothing more than a nightmare 


the first time it happened; however, in one of our regular 
letters to one another, she mentioned having a dream that 
sounded identical to my own, and | could not think of it to 
be a mere coincidence. It has been ongoing for the past few 
months, actually, though our shared dream seems to only 
happen once or twice a week." 


Judging from the way he spoke about it, it must have been a 
pretty scary dream to spook the gallant Piers like this. 


"So what's this dream all about?" Garet asked cautiously. 


Piers hesitated for a moment, as if to collect his thoughts. 
"It...iS almost more like a vision than a dream, as if we are 
watching something happening through someone else's 
eyes." Were these some kind of Jupiter effects at play? It did 
not make much sense considering they were both Mercury 
adepts. "Each time, | find myself in some sort of ancient city. 
| am standing on a balcony, gazing out into the distance, 
and behind me is a room in which a woman sleeps. | assume 
| have just gotten out of bed with her, as the blankets on one 
side have been pushed aside in such a manner. What 
troubles me is that when I speak, or rather when the body | 
am inhabiting speaks it is always in the voice of...Alex..." 


Garet was not entirely sure how to react, and so he was left 
with a rather blank look on his face as Piers continued to 
heal the sickly crewmember before him. When he managed 
to come up with something to say, he still kept an unsure 
tone. 


"It's just a dream, though, right?" he asked. "I mean...we 
don't even know what happened to Alex. The last thing we 
heard was that he was climbing Mt. Aleph while we were at 
Mars Lighthouse. If he'd survived the collapse, don't you 
think he'd have done something catastrophic by now?" 


"Do you mean to say that the second eruption was not 
catastrophic?" 


",..Well, no, | didn't mean it like that, but...why would he 
wait ten years to make his next move? I'm just saying that it 
doesn't really seem likely for him to come back and just... 
find romance." 


"Perhaps, but the fact that Mia and | have both experienced 
this exact same dream on the same nights is rather 
troubling, especially since his monologue is always plotting 
for how he will get revenge upon the Wise One and take its 
place as the god of the world." 


Garet did not have an argument against that; it sounded 
awfully coincidental for them to have the exact same dream 
like that, and the fact that it was a fellow Mercury adept, not 
to mention their true enemy from the beginning of the 
journey, only furthered the suspicion that this was more 
than it seemed to be on the surface. 


"In any case," Piers continued, the creases in his brow 
disappearing, "it is mainly for this reason that Mia wishes 
Isaac to stay at his cabin: to oversee the activity of Mt. Aleph 
and confirm that the Wise One is still safe. It may seem 
overly cautious of her, perhaps even foolish to bow to the 
uncertainties of a vision-like dream, but | personally do not 
disagree with her reasoning in this case." 


Garet could only utter a simple "I see" as the conversation 
ended. It was not as though he could not see where Mia and 
Piers were coming from, but the fact that it was a dream 
made doing this seem like a bit much. After all, Piers did say 
that these dreams had only been happening for the past few 
months or so, meaning that prior to all of this Mia had simply 


been keeping Isaac away because of the promise they had 
made. 


He shook his head, trying to sort out all these thoughts. That 
was the issue before, but now they had a troubling reason 
for why he needed to stay at the cabin. Whether Isaac knew 
about any of this or not was anyone's guess, but judging 
from the fact that Piers seemed hesitant to speak about it, 
Garet could only assume that at the very least these two had 
not discussed the matter. 


The ship lurched to the side a bit, indicating that they were 
turning somewhat sharply. The Mars adept felt his stomach 
lurch with the ship, though he managed to keep it down 
after having gotten used to the ship's movements over these 
past eight months. Even the weakest of stomachs - in this 
case Garet's - could overcome seasickness if forced onto a 
ship for two thirds of a year. 


"Captain!" a voice from above decks called down. "We're 
nearing Mercury Lighthouse! Shall we make port or pass it 
by?!" 


Piers glanced towards Garet with stony eyes. He only gave 
Piers a simple nod, allowing the Lemurian to call back up to 
his subordinate. 


"We'll be making port! Tell all available deckhands to 
prepare to disembark! We need every man available to 
restock the ship!" 


"Aye, sir!" 


With that, the crewmate took off, creating a chain reaction of 
clattering footsteps above as the deckhands rushed around. 
As Garet turned his attention from the doorway to Piers, he 
was taken aback to find the captain staring back at him. 


"| had best assist them in the navigation room," he said, 
making sure that all the sick crewmates were taken care of. 
“Though you are free to do as you wish, | suggest you keep 
an eye on Isaac; it would be unwise to allow him to do 
something rash." 


"Rig ht." 


Piers left without another word, and Garet stoked the fires in 
the hearth once more before slowly making his way towards 
the cabins. 


As expected, Isaac's door was shut, and after a quick check 
Garet found that it was locked as usual these days. Would it 
be all right if he simply left without checking in on Isaac? 
Their rooms were directly beside each other, so if the Venus 
adept left, he would know right away. Strictly speaking, he 
only had to make sure Isaac did not run off on his own or 
there could be some trouble, though even if the blond did 
meet with Mia, the most likely outcome was that she would 
send him off with them after a relatively short reunion. 


Still, a short reunion might only worsen Isaac's mood if he 
were forced to say goodbye to her again. Garet figured that 
it would be better for his best friend not to be teased with a 
short visit. With those thoughts in mind, he cleared his head 
and knocked on the door, half expecting not to receive an 
answer. 


"Oh, it's you, Garet," Isaac spoke barely above a whisper 
when he peeked his face through. 


"Yeah, uh, can | come in?" 


Isaac took a moment to glance into his room and shrugged, 
opening the door wider so that Garet could enter. Taking a 


seat in the chair, he watched as Isaac shut the door and 
flopped down onto his bed. 


"Um..." Garet began slowly, not entirely sure where to begin. 
"|-| guess you can tell from the way the ship's moving that 
we're docking." 


"I know." 
"And you probably already figured out where we are, right?" 


"| already knew we'd be making a stop here because of our 
supplies situation. And you're probably worried that l'm 
going to run off once we're docked." 


"Heh, well, the fact that you said it means that you've at 
least thought about it." 


Isaac sighed and scratched his beard; Garet could not help 
noticing that Isaac had not bothered to shave or trim it at all 
since locking himself in his room. 


"One of the reasons l've locked myself up in here is so that | 
don't do that," he answered calmly. "I'm afraid that if | leave 
this room before we depart, I'll give in to my temptation and 
do just that. Even though I know it would inconvenience 
everyone and lengthen your time away from Jenna, | doubt | 
could stand up to my own selfish desires." 


Isaac knew his own limits well, much better than Garet knew 
his own. It seemed that in every case where he had to make 
up with Jenna, he either waited too long or did not wait long 
enough to do something. In his current situation he did not 
have much of a choice, but he wanted to take note of Isaac's 
techniques for future reference since, as loathe as he was to 
admit it, fights with Jenna were pretty much inevitable. 


"I'm not sure that it'll last," Isaac said, "but if you want to 
give something to Jenna when you get back, I'd suggest an 
ice rose." 


"An ice rose?" 


"Yeah, it's kind of hard to find, but there's this hidden 
meadow just off the path that leads towards Imil from the 
port town. They'll be hard to spot since the petals are 
transparent, but if you see a bunch of stalks that look like 
grass poking up out of the ground, that's probably it." 


"A rose with transparent petals, huh?" It seemed hard to 
imagine flowers growing in the permafrost, but that seemed 
to attribute to what drew people to the rose, not to mention 
that something like this had to be rather rare. "I'll keep an 
eye out." 


Garet stood and left the room, hearing the lock click behind 
him as he stepped out. Ignoring the fact that Isaac was 
holed up in there to prevent himself from running off, the 
man seemed pretty well put-together right now. If only Garet 
could keep himself in such a state of mind. 


After the ship had docked, he was quick to disembark and 
spent some time searching for this hidden meadow that 
Isaac had mentioned. Knowing that he was somewhat 
pressed for time, however, he gave up after about an hour of 
searching, knowing that a hidden meadow was not called as 
such without reason. In any case, he was rather undeterred, 
as he doubted the flowers would stay alive for the remaining 
time it would take to get back to Kalay, regardless of 
whether they had adapted to grow in extreme conditions. 


As he wandered around the stalls in the port town, Garet 
stumbled upon a rather humble jewelry stand. Though it 
appeared rather unimpressive at first glance, he was 


surprised to see the quality of goods laid before his eyes on 
the counter. All manner of gold, silver, and jewel accessories 
were displayed beautifully before him, and the elderly 
woman behind the counter seemed like nothing more than a 
gentle soul with a hobby for making jewelry. 


"Caught your interest, dearie?" the woman chuckled under 
her shawl. "I saw you come off of that ship earlier. Looking to 
bring something back home?" 


"Yeah, my, uh...girlfriend and | were fighting before | left, 
and it's been almost a year since | last saw her. | need to do 
something extra special if l'm going to make it up to her." 


"Ah, how sweet and gentlemanly of you. Please, take your 
time and feel free to ask me about any of these goods 
should they interest you." 


He nodded and continued to gaze at each finely crafted 
accessory. A gift like this was not meant to make Jenna 
forgive him; rather, it was there to act as more of a 
celebratory gift after they had made up. He wanted that to 
be clear when he gave it to her, so he had to purchase 
something that would seem special, personal, and not too 
modest. 


Once he had narrowed it down to two or three pieces, 
Garet's eyes wandered towards a calendar sitting on a box 
behind the woman. In two more months, it would be his ten- 
year anniversary with Jenna, and while he had originally 
planned to propose to her on that day, with the way things 
were going, he was not even sure he would be back in time 
for it, let alone have made up with her well enough to secure 
their relationship. 


“Having some trouble deciding?” the woman asked. 


“Hmm? Oh, yes, I'm just not sure...which of these three 
would be best." 


Using her expertise, the kind woman explained a bit about 
each piece Garet had chosen, and in the end he felt 
confident in only one, the main deciding factor being which 
one he think Jenna would look the best wearing, 
interestingly enough. It had a hefty price tag, but he felt 
good about his purchase as he walked away from the stall 
with the small bag in his hands. 


By nightfall, the ship had been successfully restocked, and 
they pulled out of the port without any setbacks. Once there 
was some distance between the port and the ship, Isaac 
finally came out of his room, joining Garet and Piers in the 
navigation room as they continued to head towards their 
destination. 


Garet could feel his heart thumping heavily in his chest as 
he watched Mercury Lighthouse shrink in the distance. Soon, 
very soon, he and Isaac would be back in Kalay, their 
mission for lvan complete and their homes waiting for them 
to return. Though he was nervous, Garet was more anxious 
than anything to see Jenna again, to apologize for all the 
wrongs he had done and to see the look on her face when he 
presented her with the gift he had purchased today. It would 
still take some time before he could actually propose to her, 
but he needed to take things one step at a time, and the 
first step upon seeing her again would be to make sure that 
their relationship was steady. 


He did not know it yet, but in only two months, Garet would 
be able to face Jenna, and his resolve would be tested, 
pushed to its limits at the end of his journey. 


Aaaand | didn't manage to get this posted before my 
vacation. | had a feeling this would happen, and it was 
mostly because | got stuck around halfway into the chapter. | 
knew I didn't want them to make it all the way back to Kalay 
(or at most | only wanted them to just make it back there at 
the end of the chapter), but the hard thing about that is that 
Garet's story doesn't really kick back in until they're in 

Kalay. You probably noticed that this entire journey was more 
about Isaac than it was about Garet, and you're right 
because even in WiH, where this segment was extremely 
glazed over in a paragraph or two, this journey was about 
helping Isaac ignore the pain of being away from Mia. 
There's only so many ways for Garet to say he misses Jenna 
before | start sounding like a broken record, and I'm sure | 
did at some point along the way. Hopefully this section 
didn't bore you because it's now in the final part of the 

story: all the events have been taken care of and the stage is 
set for everything that is to come. 


| can officially count the number of remaining chapters on 
one hand (not counting the epilogue)! It might be four more, 
it might be five more, I'll have to see how things turn out 
over the next couple of chapters because based on my plot 
diagram l'm not sure if | can stretch some of these events 
out for an entire chapter or not. Either way, | know | keep 
saying this but the end is in sight! Whether that makes you 
happy or sad, I'm not sure, you should let me know in your 
reviews ;) 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Gengal/upite 


*Chapter 24*: Restoration 


Busy weekend meant no writing, which in turn meant no 
update on Wednesday like | would have hoped. | really don't 
know where the enthusiasm I used to have for this story 
went, though my guess is that | just don't have the time or 
drive to write as much as | did when | started out. I'll have to 
see how things turn out once I've finished my current three 
stories, because even though | have a lot of ideas for stories 
| think could be great, | just don't know if I'll have the drive 
to actually write them. 


On a separate note, | wanted to get this posted before the 
week started, so | haven't had a chance to properly 
proofread and edit this one. I'll be going over it soon, so | 
apologize in advance for any mistakes! 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Restoration 


Their long, long journey had finally reached its end ten 
months after it had begun. The plain that led from the docks 
to the city were a welcome sight for both Garet and Isaac 
when they had first stepped off the ship, and they hardly 
even bid Piers farewell when they headed off towards their 
destination. 


They had spent the afternoon at Ivan's home, giving to him 
the Mountain Roc's feathers as they explained all that had 
happened on their voyage. Ivan and Sam laughed as Isaac 
and Garet recounted their experience with King Alpha. As 
they spoke of the extensive delays on the return journey, 


the to-be-married couple apologized furiously for asking the 
two men to put their lives on hold for such a long time. 


As the conversation drifted away from the events of the past 
year, Garet felt himself relax more and more, glad to once 
again be at home, even if he had yet to actually return to his 
own home. He laughed for what felt like the first time in 
ages, discussed all manner of serious and silly things with 
his friends, and genuinely enjoyed the feeling that was 
enveloping him now. 


After a few hours that felt only like minutes, both Garet and 
Isaac were obligated to head out, Isaac so that he could 
return home before dark and Garet to completely return 
home in the way that he had planned to. Before long, he 
found himself only a block away from his and Jenna's home, 
the modest building getting closer with each step. 


"You nervous?" Isaac asked plainly. 


"I'd be lying if | said | wasn't a little," he answered ina 
Slightly confident voice. "I'm more anxious just to see her. 
I've been separated from her for almost as long as you and 
Mia have been, so | just want to be with her again; | really 
want to make things work, and being away from her has 
really opened my eyes. Seeing how happy Ivan and Sam are 
and seeing how eagerly you're waiting for Mia to get back 
have made me realize how much I want to share my life with 
Jen. | won't make any promises that my proposal will be 
soon, but | won't back down this time. If | find a good 
opportunity, I'm gonna go for it; this | promise." 


If he resolved himself to be strong, then he would be able to 
do this properly. He wanted to make things right, no, he had 
to make things right with her. Whether what he just said 
sounded confident or corny, Garet wasn't concerned much 


right now. The only thing on his mind was getting through to 
Jenna and making sure she knew just how important she was 
to him. 


Once they reached the front of his house, however, Garet 
found that his steps were becoming laboured, and though 
he did not want to admit it, he was hesitating on his own 
front doorstep. 


"You're sure you're ready?" 


Garet could feel a bead of sweat forming on his forehead, 
and he tried to wipe it away as casually as he could. 


"To be perfectly honest, no. But if | keep putting this 
confrontation off, then things will only get worse. It's time 
for me to grow a pair and just get it done." 


With a deep breath, he pulled the key from his pocket and 
brought his trembling hand up to the keyhole, slowly 
clicking the lock open and turning the doorknob. Flashing a 
shaky thumbs-up over his shoulder, he left Isaac behind and 
stepped gingerly into the house. 


It was quiet when he entered, and the room was cleaner 
than it usually was. Judging by the time of day, he could 
only guess that Jenna was still at work, and his nerves had 
all been for nothing. With a deep exhale, Garet relaxed his 
tensed shoulders and lazily dropped his bags on the ground. 


"I can't believe | got so worked up over that," he chuckled 
and collapsed into a chair. "She obviously wasn't going to be 
home yet, and since I'm not around she probably has to 
work way more just to keep paying rent." 


He hadn't noticed right when he sat down, but as he looked 
at the table, he found some scraps of parchment littered 


across the surface. Curious, he grabbed one, only to find his 
heart sink as he read the contents on the page. 


Each parchment appeared to be an unsent letter, written by 
Jenna as she simply outlined some of the things she had 
done lately or that day. Because they were unsent, there was 
some overlap with the contents, but what hurt him was the 
fact that none were fully completed and that both the 
beginning and end were unaddressed. It was obvious 
enough that most, if not all of these letters, were unsent 
letters to him. 


Many of the pages were crinkled, as if she had considered 
sending them but disliked what she wrote or changed her 
mind while she was writing. Again and again, her emotions 
and the content of the letters seemed more desperate, 
showing just how anxiously she wanted to send them but 
could not in the end. It pained Garet to see that she had 
struggled in this way, but more than that he felt a deep guilt 
set into himself. 


Not once had he written to Jenna in the past year. Not once 
had he even considered doing so for more than a moment. 


He had always assumed that she would not respond or that 
she would throw away any letters he sent. It made sense at 
the time; she was angry enough to make him leave the 
house and they had not separated on the best of terms. Now 
that he was here, it only became more apparent that his 
feelings of longing and distress were not unique. 


"All this time..." he choked up a bit. "All this time | thought 
she didn't even care... How could | be so stupid? So naive?" 


No longer wanting to look at the letters, he put them back 
down where they were scattered across the table. How would 
things be when she returned home? Would he simply act like 


he had not seen the letters? Could he pretend that things 
were fine and that his presence at home was a happy, 
unexpected surprise? If things were that simple, then he 
would not have even worried about her at all while he was 
away. 


The sound of someone entering forced Garet up onto his 
feet. In his stiffened pose, he stared straight at the doorway, 
expecting Jenna to shuffle in after a hard day at work. It 
came as quite a surprise when he saw not the brunette he 
was expecting, but a tall, redheaded woman that he knew as 
his sister. 


"K-Kay?" 


"Holy Sol!" she cried, jumping in surprise. "Garet? Gods, you 
scared the hell out of me! | thought you were away!" 


He ignored her comments and continued on. "What are you 
doing in my house? Did Jenna give you a key or something?" 


Kay took a moment to calm down, bringing the hand she 
had over her heart down as her breathing slowed toa 
normal rate. "Jenna asked me to come by once a week to 
help out around here. Since she has to work so often, she 
said that she wasn't getting any chances to clean up." 


That explained why everything seemed so meticulously tidy, 
but it also confirmed Garet's suspicions that Jenna had been 
working more often, only adding to his guilt. 


"When did you get back?" she asked, eyeing the bag he'd 
dropped by the doorway. "Not long ago, | take it." 


He shook his head. "Just a few minutes ago. | thought she 
might be home, and | didn't even think that she might still 
be working." 


"Figures you didn't think it through." She gestured for him to 
take a seat and headed into the kitchen to set a kettle to 
boil. "So, you're not planning to go see her at work?" 


"What would be the point? She'll come home later, and I'd 
rather not trouble her while she's on the clock." 


"Well, at least you aren't as inept as you used to be." He 
made a face at her, but said nothing, allowing her to 
continue. "It's good that you're taking some initiative, 
though. Honestly, | half expected that you'd just go back 
with Isaac when you returned from your journey." 


Garet scratched the top of his head sheepishly. "I won't deny 
considering it, but what good would it have done me to run 
away like that? I'd have to face her eventually." 


Kay chuckled and let out a sigh. "You know, my husband 
could learn a thing or two from you." 


"Heh, a guy like me shouldn't be giving any adv-... Wait, 
your what?!" 


Her chuckles turned to laughter as Garet shot his sister a 
look of disbelief. Kay's husband? He had to have heard that 
wrong. Kay, the girl who had never dated or even had 
someone she could call a friend was married?! 


"It's nothing as romantic as you're imagining, | assure you," 
she explained. "He's the son of one of Grandpa's associates. 
| guess you could call ita union between upcoming 
politicians to ally the current politicians, though that isn't to 
say | don't care for him. We only met this year, and our 
wedding was arranged, but he's a sweet guy; a bit of a 
pushover and not really that confident in himself, but we 
really do have a connection." 


Garet could not believe what he was hearing. The fact that 
Kay was not only married, but was getting along well with a 
husband that she had an arranged marriage with was 
unbelievable. Though he could not say it aloud, he actually 
began to feel disheartened that the socially inept Kay had 
surpassed him in romantic standing. 


"Oh, come on, it can't be that surprising," she teased as the 
kettle started to whistle. 


"I-It really is. | mean, you'd never even had a boyfriend, and 
then | go away for a year and suddenly you're married? The 
last time | checked in on you, you were still going to therapy 
every few days." 


Kay didn't speak at first, opting to pour the boiling water 
into a teapot with only a silent smile on her face. Garet 
watched her carefully as she expertly brought the pot and 
two mugs over to the table and sat down to pour the 
beverages for both of them. 


“People change," she said simply. "After everything that 
happened, | needed to take that time to get better. My life is 
finally starting to turn around, and | know that things will 
get better for you with some time." 


"Time, huh?" Garet grabbed his mug and slowly took a drink 
of the hot liquid. "I think that the time | was away might 
have made things worse for Jen and me. If | had gotten back 
four or five months ago like we planned to, then | might 
have been able to make up properly." 


"So you don't think that things can work out now?" 


"I'm not saying that... | just don't think it'll be as easy as it 
could have been." 


A light bop on his head made him look up at Kay, who 
retracted a small, ghostly fist from above him with a smile. 
"Maybe you're not as smart as you seemed, little brother. You 
aren't supposed to work out a big argument easily. If it was 
petty enough to be worked out easily, then you wouldn't 
have gotten kicked out in the first place." 


"Heh, you'd think so, but | honestly don't even remember 
what we fought about... Jen and |...well, we aren't as 
agreeable as you might expect." 


"If it had anything to do with your moustache, then | can see 
why she'd kick you out." 


"It definitely did not have anything to do with that! ... 
Probably." 


Kay laughed and took a sip from her cup of tea. "I suppose 
now that you're here, | can head on out. The place is already 
pretty clean and | would hope that you're still unexpectedly 
organized with your stuff. Oh, and before | forget, you 
should check the calendar in your bedroom. | noticed last 
week that today's date was circled, but there's nothing 
written in it except for the number ten. I'm not sure what it 
means, but if you have an idea, maybe you can use it to 
help make up with Jenna." 


Finishing her cup, Kay stood, brought it to the sink, and then 
left the house with only a simple goodbye. Garet practically 
froze the moment Kay mentioned the calendar, and he knew 
exactly what the ten on it indicated. He had been so 
exhausted upon returning that he completely forgot the 
Significance of today's date. It did not help that the 
changing world had altered the seasonal climates, as he 
may have clued in sooner if there had been snow on the 
ground. 


"That's right..." he muttered to himself. "I made it...just in 
time." 


Jumping to his feet, Garet rushed to his bag and hurried to 
put his belongings away. Hidden within the top 
compartment of his pack was the small bag containing the 
bracelet he had purchased at the port town near Imil. Lightly 
squeezing it in his fist, he quickly unpacked his other 
belongings and set about preparing for when Jenna would 
come home later that evening. 


The wooden chair squeaked as the pressure from Ivan's 
body weight was lifted from it. Tyrell eyed the older man as 
he stretched his body out and pushed his spectacles up. 


"After that adventure, | cannot confidently say that I've 
played much of a role in your father's life," he said with 
ease. "After Sam and I got married, most of my time was 
dedicated to my family, and what little spare time | had was 
usually spent making sure that Isaac was alright." 


"Isaac, huh? Then...does that mean that my dad never 
sorted things out with Jenna?" 


Ivan shook his head. "Oh, on the contrary, he was able to 
make up with her just as he hoped to." 


"So the reason they didn't stay together..." 


"Was because something else happened, yes. Whether their 
sorted problems were only a temporary fix or the incident 
that caused them to split up was enough on its own, I'm not 
entirely sure; in fact, | doubt either of them really knows 
either." 


As Ivan began to step out of the room, Tyrell could not help 
calling out to him. 


"Wait, are you saying that you don't know anything about 
it?" 


Ivan stopped in the doorway and peeked at the younger 
man over the rims of his glasses. 


"Mm, no, but reading emotions is entirely different than 
reading thoughts. | can't be expected to understand how 
either of them felt when they don't understand it 
themselves. In the end, the only things | know are the 
events that transpired, but everything beyond the surface of 
their memories is their own set of personal feelings." 


Without another word, Ivan left Tyrell, though unbeknownst 
to the Mars adept he had used some wind psynergy to flip 
Garet's book open to the correct page. 


First he would see how Garet and Jenna made up, then he 
would see the downward spiral they were headed on. By the 
end of the story, no once could possibly predict whether 
Tyrell would feel satisfied or remorseful over his own 
existence, but if there was one sure thing in this moment of 
unending questions, it was that he was prepared for the 
worst. Mentally reminding himself that things were 
becoming how they were today, Tyrell took a deep breath 
and delved into the last few chapters of the book. 


Garet watched the front door with bated breath, anxiously 
awaiting the sound of the lock clicking open. The sky 
outside was already dark, and it would not be long before 


Jenna stepped through the entrance, entering his sights 
again for what had felt like an eternity. 


After Kay had left, Garet spent the entire rest of the day 
preparing for how he would present himself to Jenna. He had 
to be ready for anything, which made setting things up in 
one concrete fashion would not work; there was no telling 
how she would react to his return after he had been away for 
So long. 


Though he had not set up the home in any sort of elaborate 
method, he made sure that he was the most presentable 
part of the upcoming reunion. He had taken a long soak in 
the bath, spent longer than necessary washing his clothes, 
and had even reluctantly shaved most of his moustache so 
that it matched the rest of the stubble on his face. 


A sound at the door had him spring quickly into action, 
hopping up to his feet and snapping some flames to the 
candles on the table. Last minute thoughts on whether he 
should hold the bouquet of flowers or leave them in the vase 
flashed through his mind, though he knew that even if he 
wanted to hold them it was already too late to act. Patting 
the gift in his pocket, Garet took a deep breath and shut his 
eyes, only wanting to open them to see Jenna standing in 
the doorway. 


The sound of the door squeaking open met his ears, and 
slowly, very slowly, he opened his eyes, watching as Jenna's 
figure in the dim candlelight appeared before him. 


The room was filled with silence as the couple locked eyes 
with one another. Garet could not hide the smile on his face 
upon seeing her shocked expression. Right this moment, he 
wondered if she was worried about how unkempt she looked 
after only just returning home from a long day of working. 


Perhaps she was angry that he had not given her any prior 
warning. Both were possible. 


But he knew that from the look on her face and the shimmer 
in her eyes that Jenna was, more than anything, in complete 
disbelief. 


"I'm home," he said softly, his heart leaping slightly when 
she jumped at the sound of his voice. "It took a little longer 
than | wanted, but I'm home now." 


What would she do next? Would she rush over to him and 
embrace him? Maybe it would be more likely if she hit him 
lightly a few times. It did not matter either way; he just 
wanted to know how she would react. If she stayed frozen in 
the doorway, however, he might just have to approach her 
instead. 


Though it felt like quite some time, her feet slowly began 
stepping towards him, one hand over her mouth as she let 
the other one reach forward to touch him. The gentle touch 
of her fingers as she brought the hand to his face sent 
shivers down his spine, and the world around him slowly 
began to disappear, as if he were falling in love with her for 
the very first time again. 


"It's really you," she whispered. "This isn't a dream...is it?" 


Grasping her hand in his, he shut his eyes and lovingly, 
almost apologetically, kissed it with as much emotion as he 
could spare. 


"I'm here, Jenna. We've been separated for a long time, and | 
can't tell you how sorry | am for never contacting you, but...| 
want to make things right between us again." 


Carefully wrapping her into a loving embrace, he gripped 
onto her smaller figure as if she might disappear if he were 
to let go. He could feel her shaking slightly in his arms, and 
whether she was crying or simply feeling jittery from the 
shock of his return still, he wanted to preserve everything in 
this moment. 


"I'm sorry too," she said after some time. "I didn't have the 
heart to make up with you before you left. I...I've been 
regretting it ever since then, and now that you're here...this 
just feels too surreal." 


He felt his lip quiver as he forced himself not to tear up. It 
had been a long, long time since he had last felt this way, 
and his heart ached in a strangely melancholic euphoria. 


This was real. This was what he had been fighting for, 
hoping to do when he returned home. To hold Jenna, feel the 
soft touch of her skin, breathe in the scent of her hair, and 
simply be here with her once again. There was nothing he 
could think of that he wanted more than this. 


Slowly stepping out of his embrace with her, Garet reached 
into his pocket and retrieved the small box he had been 
holding onto for the past two months. Jenna's eyes widened 
in surprise, though not enough to mistake what he was 
holding for a ring box. With slightly quivering hands, he 
carefully lifted the lid, presenting the golden bracelet to her. 


"|-| wanted to make sure you knew that | didn't forget." Once 
he had removed the bracelet from the box, he took her hand 
in his and gently slid it onto her wrist. "It's been ten long, 
difficult years, and we've been through more than most ever 
will in their lives, but | would trade all that away if it meant | 
could stay with you forever. Jen... know I've been a coward 
and an idiot, but | promise that I'm going to marry you 


someday. Until then, well, think of this like a proposal to the 
proposal." 


He hadn't really rehearsed what he was going to say, so he 
felt a bit silly after what he had just said. Jenna, on the other 
hand, seemed fixated on the regal-looking accessory she 
was wearing. The diamonds on top sparkled against the 
candlelight, and the golden band perfectly accentuated her 
beauty, regardless of the fact that she was still in her 
working attire. 


Her gaze rose slowly to meet his slightly bashful expression, 
and her surprised, disbelieving look changed into a 
heartwarming smile, one he had not seen in what felt like 
years. With one simple movement, she lightly pecked him 
on the lips, sending a burning, tingly sensation through his 
face and all the way down to his toes. Giggling softly as she 
pulled away, she batted her eyes and squeezed his hands 
tightly. 


"I'll be waiting for your real proposal, then. As for this one... 
Heehee, my answer is yes." 


The slow tempo of the band's music was hypnotic as the 
guests watched Ivan and Sam share their first dance as a 
married couple. Her flowing white dress fluttered beautifully, 
shimmering against the purple light that shone down upon 
the two of them. Ivan had never looked so happy in his 
entire life, and the hundreds of guests in attendance could 
feel nothing but congratulations for the newlyweds lost in 
their own world. 


Garet shamelessly wiped his eyes, ignoring the teasing 
pokes that Isaac and the others were giving him. He never 


thought he might get emotional during such a moment, but 
to see one of his best friends basking in ecstasy on a night 
meant just for him was more powerful than he could have 
imagined it might be. 


"It's still hard to believe even now, isn't it?" he said to Isaac. 
"What is?" 


"That the shy, friendless kid we helped out twelve years ago 
would be the first one out of us to get married." 


Isaac chuckled. "You said the same thing earlier. He's nota 
kid anymore, though; if anything, he's always been more of 
an adult than the rest of us were." 


"You think? Until today, | don't think I've ever thought of him 
as an adult, probably because of all those dumb pranks he 
used to pull on me." 


Isaac laughed again, and both men joined along with the 
applause as the song and dance ended. With that, the music 
kicked into a more upbeat song, and others were free to join 
the bride and groom on the dance floor. Isaac shooed Garet 
away as Jenna pulled him up. A brief glance back allowed 
him to see his best friend laugh before a few women 
swarmed around him. 


"Guess he's still more popular than you," Jenna laughed. 


"Maybe, but you know as well as | do that he won't take 
them up on their offers. Besides-" Garet unexpectedly spun 
Jenna around his arm so that she was pressed up close to 
him, "the only female attention | need is right here." 


"Haha, couldn't you try being this smooth all the time?" 


"It's the tuxedo: | can't be smooth without it." 


She crinkled her nose at him and laughed as the natural 
high of the crowd carried them both away. Forgetting his 
troubles, Garet relaxed and felt like he was having fun for 
the first time since childhood. At some point or other, he 
pulled Isaac into the crowd with them so that his best friend 
would not be left sitting the entire night out. After a while, 
even he started to have some fun, and the trio of childhood 
friends let loose as they danced the evening away. 


The celebration carried on for hours, and it seemed as 
though it might go on all night until the first few people 
began to leave, working almost as a signal that told others 
that it was appropriate to leave now. Before long, only 
relatives and close friends of the newlyweds remained, along 
with the newlyweds themselves, and they found themselves 
tuckered out at a number of tables. 


"You holding up alright there, Garet?" Ivan laughed from 
across the table. 


The Mars adept, having gone a bit overboard with the 
drinks, groggily tilted his head at the groom and sent a 
drunken grin his way. 


"Don'tchu worry 'bout me now, buddy. Tonight's all about 
‘chu and S'mantha." 


Feeling something pull him up to his feet, he only then 
noticed Jenna beneath his arm as she stood both of them up. 
From what he could recall, she had also had a fair number of 
drinks, though the fact that she was standing now meant 
that she had obviously kept herself more in check than he 
had. 


"Hehe, I'd better get this lug home before he passes out on 
the table," she giggled, hugging him close to her side. 
“Thanks so much for having us Sam, Ivan. And again, 
congratulations. We're both wishing you the best!" 


"Oi, | can wish 'em the best too, y'know." 
"Yes, yes, good for you, now let's get home." 


The remaining group chuckled and waved them off as the 
two Mars adepts slowly stumbled home. Garet's mind was 
working a little faster than his feet were, so he felt a bit 
guilty for making Jenna support him like this despite the fact 
that she was still a bit tipsy and was wearing a fancy dress. 


"Don't feel bad," she said as if reading his mind. "This is just 
one of those things we do for each other. | doubt you could 
walk by yourself even if you wanted to right now." 


Usually he would argue such a point, but when he looked 
down to see his feet crossing all over each other, he could 
not even hope to try proving anything. Instead, he let outa 
single hiccough and used Jenna's generously offered 
support. 


Once they reached their house, the couple stepped inside 
and shut the door, only to notice that a package had been 
slipped in through the mail slot. Jenna picked up the small, 
wrapped object and turned it over a few times before 
passing it to Garet. "It's addressed to you." 


al me?" 


It took all his concentration to make out what the package 
said on the front. A bolded section underneath his name and 
address caught his eye, as it read 'OPEN IN PRIVATE’. 


"Pfft, guess whoever sent me this doesn't want 'nyone else 
t'see," he chuckled. "I'll be in the bathroom." 


Stepping into the privacy of the bathroom, he locked the 
door behind him and lazily began tearing the parchment 
around the outside of the package. As he was mindlessly 
tossing the paper aside, a small note fell onto the counter, 
catching his eye in the midst of his drunken antics. Tilting 
his head to read it aloud, he began to sober as he processed 
what those words meant. 


"Garet, | don't remember you being the most careful guy I've 
met, so | added an extra layer of padding to make sure you 
don't go breaking what's inside. Best of luck, and drop by 
Yallam again sometime. Sunshine." 


His hands now shook in anticipation, as he knew exactly 
what the contents of this box would hold. Taking his time 
now, he cautiously peeled away the outer wrapping, tossing 
aside the scraps until the added padding was all removed, 
revealing a velvety blue box. Gulping as he grasped the lid, 
he shut his eyes and gingerly opened it. 


This was the moment he had been waiting for, the final 
piece that had prevented him from proposing to Jenna 
earlier. After hearing that Isaac's had taken two years to get 
to him, he felt lucky to receive his in such a relatively short 
amount of time. Now there was only one hurdle left before 
him, and he had to make sure that everything was perfect 
for the special moment. 


His drunken patience unable to hold out any longer, Garet 
slowly opened his eyes, meeting the glint of gold as he laid 
his eyes upon the engagement ring he would soon present 
to Jenna. 


Huh, writing this chapter worked in complete opposition to 
how | usually get these done. Usually | have a slow start and 
then blast through the rest, but this time | got the first 2300 
words written in one sitting at 11:30 at night and then got 
stuck on the next half of the chapter for five days. 


I'm a little nervous to write the next few chapters. | know 
what | want to happen, but it's somehow a bit scary to add 
details that weren't there in WiH. Both stories will still make 
sense in conjunction, and I'm not entirely sure what I'm 
worried about, but we'll see how things go. 


Thanks for reading and please review! There's not much left 
and I'd really like to Know what the few of you who are 
keeping up with this think! 


-Genga/upite 


*Chapter 25*: Altercation 


| think I'm going to completely get rid of the idea of 
updating on a weekly schedule. | can manage it when 
writing is a priority, but with the upcoming school term that 
I'm taking five courses in and all the other stuff I'm doing, | 
really don't think that it'll be possible for me to update ona 
weekly basis. Not that that'll matter too much for this story 
since there aren't many chapters left, but | might as well 
mention it to the few who are reading this. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Altercation 
"Let's go, Garet, break time's over!" 
"Y-Yes, sir!" 


Wolfing the last bite of his lunch down, Garet hopped to his 
feet and hurried into the smithy. His eyes were a bit blurry 
from fatigue, and the only thing he could do to fight it off 
was to wipe his face with a dirty rag. 


This past year had gone by in a flash, and the now thirty- 
year-old Mars adept found that the exhausting number of 
things he had been doing were finally taking their toll on his 
body. Ten months ago he had arrived back in Kalay after his 
equally long journey to Morgal. Six months ago was when 
Ivan and Samantha were wed, not to mention that the ring 
he would propose to Jenna with had arrived, initiating the 
planning process for how he would actually pop the question 
to her. On top of all that, he had been working to repay 
Roxy, who had covered his work for him while he had been 


away. Ignoring and pushing away her flirtatious advances 
was a constant and significant bother, but one he had to be 
wary of lest he face Jenna's wrath again. 


"Where's that friend o' yer's been lately?" the old armourer 
asked. "You know, the blond fellow that lives in the 
mountains. Haven't seen 'im in a while." 


"Not sure," Garet grunted. Ever since completing the cabin, 
Garet and Ivan used to take time to check in on Isaac when 
they could, if only to make sure he had not given into his 
despair. As of three months ago, Garet found that he simply 
did not have the time or energy to spare to go all the way 
out to Goma Plateau, and had to make the choice to trust his 
best friend not to make any rash decisions. He would feel 
less guilty if lvan were still keeping tabs, but the Jupiter 
adept had enough of his own problems to worry about, what 
with talk of eventually inheriting the throne from Hammet 
and producing an heir of his own. Life sure could be tough 
for royalty. 


The day came to yet another end, and Garet was simply glad 
to go home and sleep. Jenna had been fairly busy as well, 
and despite the fact that the two of them weren't fighting, it 
seemed that they had not gotten the chance to spend any 
time together. Usually they would eat breakfast together, 
leave for work, come home, and if they weren't too worn out 
from the long day of work, eat dinner together before going 
to sleep. They were with each other in body, but certainly 
not in mind. 


Before he even realized it, the sun had risen, and Garet was 
already walking towards the familiar building. The sounds of 
metal clashing against itself had become a monotonous 
drone that he hardly even heard anymore. On this particular 
morning, Roxy's father brought in a surprisingly large stack 


of papers, scoffing at them as he dropped them in front of 
Garet. The redhead eyed the mountain of parchment, 
noticing that the topmost section was not comprised of 
invoices, but the daily news. 


"King Albalupus of Morgal slain in battle," Garet muttered 
the headline, not fully aware of the words he was saying. 
"Led by Emperor Ko, the armies of neighbouring country 
Sana successfully capture Morgal, taking the lives of both 
the king and queen. Though their statuses remain unknown, 
the young prince Volechek and the newborn princess Sveta 
have gone into hiding." 


It took a moment or two for him to suddenly realize the 
gravity of what he had just read aloud. His eyes widened in 
alarm, Garet gripped onto the newspaper with all his might 
and madly looked over every detail he could about the war 
in the east. Unfortunately, there was little to be found, and 
he was forced to imagine just how powerful a man this 
Emperor Ko had to be if he was able to defeat the strongest 
man in Morgal. It was more than he could even comprehend, 
though it was unlikely that the two men had squared off ina 
fair one-on-one duel. 


"Wasn't that the place you went off to?" the blacksmith 
asked. 


"Yeah...lucky we got out of there before the war started, 
huh?" 


There was no point in letting his boss know that he had 
gotten to personally meet the king and prince during his 
brief stay in Morgal. It might only complicate matters here if 
he did, so Garet chose wisely to keep his mouth shut. If 
nothing else, he would speak to Ivan about it later on and 
also write a letter to Piers. 


Though the tragic news had fully awoken him, Garet found 
the day's work to be more laborious than usual, most likely 
because the large stack of invoices was actually a very large 
order placed by the Sanan military. Despite the fact that the 
war was over now, it seemed unlikely that the beastmen 
would not rebel against their oppressors, and Garet could 
not help feeling partially guilty that he would be one of the 
many suppliers of those oppressors' weapons. 


“Gooood morning!" Roxy's voice floated in before said 
woman came bounding into the shop. "How are you two 
doing today?" 


"You're late," her father grunted. 


"Hey, now, | was just going to ask Garet for some help today. 
We got a big shipment of goods and | can't lift all the boxes 
myself, you know!" 


Garet and the older smith looked at each other before 
turning to the brunette and shaking their heads in unison. 
"We've got too much work set out for us," the older man 
said. "I can't afford to lend him over." 


"Sorry," the Mars adept said. "The only time | have off is for 
lunch. I'll probably have to stay long after sundown so that 
we don't fall behind." 


Roxy pushed out her bottom lip in a pouty fashion. "You get 
an hour for lunch, don't you?" 


"Yeah, same as you." 
"Good, then you can bring the crates in at lunchtime!" 


"Then when am I supposed to eat?" 


"While you're working, silly! | won't make you unpack 
everything; | just need the goods inside for storage." 


"That's...an awful lot of extra work for no return..." 


He immediately regretted saying that the moment Roxy 
raised her eyebrow and sent a devious smirk his way. "Oh, 
too much work, you say? Poor you, having to work a little 
extra during one lunch break. | can't even imagine what it'd 
be like if you had to do twice the work for some crazy 
amount of time like, oh, | don't know, ten months. I'm sure 
the person who put you in that hypothetical situation would 
feel extremely indebted to you." 


"Okay, okay, | get it, just stop the guilt-tripping." 


She giggled an overly innocent "teehee" before thanking 
him and hurrying off to the other side of the building. 


"And now you know why you should pay her back as quickly 
as you can," the older smith chuckled as he got back to 
work. 


Garet sighed and lifted his hammer once again. "I can only 
hope to at least get a bite of food before the day is up..." 


Just as expected, however, he soon found himself hauling 
crates around while his stomach growled and moaned. From 
the number of crates he had to move around, Garet had no 
false hopes that he might get to eat something before his 
‘preak' was over. With a grunt, he begrudgingly hoisted 
another crate filled with some kind of glass material and 
brought it over to the storage area. 


"Is there a reason why no one else in the building is 
helping?" Garet panted while Roxy took down inventory on a 


clipboard. "I know | owe you one, but that doesn't mean | 
should be the only one doing all the work." 


She simply jotted something down on the parchment and 
stuck her tongue out at him playfully. "Aww, poor baby, do 
you want some cheese with your whine?" 


"| wouldn't be complaining if | could just get someone else 
to help me with this. Hell, most of these crates are too heavy 
for me to move by myself!" 


The brunette hummed as she easily sauntered past him, 
keeping her eyes down on the clipboard. Garet could only 
stare into the empty storeroom in disbelief. It came as a 
great surprise when he felt a pair of hands gently squeeze 
his taut shoulders from behind. 


"There, better?" Roxy giggled seductively into his ear. "I 
won't let you get away without working, but | don't mind 
offering up a free shoulder rub. I've been told | have a magic 
touch before." 


The feeling of her palms pressing into his sore muscles was 
more relaxing than he thought could be possible, and he 
hated the fact that he could not let her continue. With 
shivers running down his spine, Garet bit his bottom lip and 
hesitantly stepped away from her. 


"Look, | Know I've said it outright at least once before in the 
last year," he spoke sternly, "but you can't keep doing stuff 
like this. l'm in a happy, healthy relationship with Jenna, and 
I'm even planning on proposing to her soon. It doesn't 
matter if you're just teasing me or if all these flirty things 
you do are actually serious; | can't just allow it anymore. 
Can't you understand that?" 


Though he didn't want to come across as angry, he needed 
to be straight with her if he was going to get his point 
across. It was always hard to tell how she took these kinds of 
things, though, especially since her expression right now 
was that of mild amusement mixed with uncertainty. 


"Sorry, but it needed to be said," he muttered when she said 
nothing in response. "I'll bring in the rest of the crates now." 


Without another word from either of them, Garet headed 
back out to where the rest of the goods were, his head now 
completely ignoring the roaring of his stomach. 


And for the rest of the day, he and Roxy avoided eye contact 
at all costs. 


Autumn hit Kalay suddenly and without any warning signs. 
The temperature dropped just as suddenly as the rainclouds 
emptied their cargo upon the merchant kingdom. Within a 
week, nearly all of the leaves had gone from a lush green 
colour to reds, oranges, and browns that littered themselves 
along the ground. 


"You've worked hard this week," the older smith said to 
Garet. "With the rain coming down the way it is, we won't 
get any customers for a while. All our work's done so you 
might as well head home." 


"R-Really?" he sputtered. "But I still owe Roxy a huge debt, 
and there's a lot that needs tidying up around here." 


"It's nothing worth worrying about right now. ‘Sides, if it 
rains tomorrow too, I'll probably just tidy up the shop, so 
don't bother showing up unless it clears up." 


There was little reason to argue about this, so Garet quickly 
gathered his belongings and thanked the smith before 
heading out. He had only been at the smithy for about an 
hour, and while he did not have any issues with getting 
some time off, he had been working so much lately that he 
was not entirely sure what he would do with time off. The 
fact that it was raining only served to complicate things 
further, as he could not partake in any outdoor activities. 


He stopped briefly at the bakery to inform Jenna and also 
pick up some bread. Unlike the smithy, the warm, pastry- 
scented building would be busier than usual with the cooler 
temperatures and sudden downpour. 


With his task completed, Garet hurried home with his jacket 

pulled up over his head. He made quick work of the lock and 
shut the door behind him as he threw his wet jacket onto the 
hanger. 


He looked around the room and scratched his moustache 
while wondering what he might do to pass the time. He 
honestly could not even think of the last time he had not 
been working himself to the bone, and to suddenly get time 
off was more than a little bit odd. Starting by stepping out of 
his wet boots, the Mars adept shrugged and headed over to 
the bathroom; as unhygienic as it was to admit, he had not 
properly bathed in quite some time, as he did not have the 
time to do so. For the most part, he was lucky if he got the 
chance to wipe his body down with a washcloth before going 
to bed. 


Thanks to his abilities, the water took very little time to heat 
up, and Garet let out a great sigh as he submerged his body 
in the relaxing water. Roxy's 'magic touch' had nothing on 
the natural powers of a hot bath. With his head rested on the 
edge of the tub, he soon found his eyes drooping shut 


beyond his control, and with another sigh, Garet allowed the 
blanket of steam and the pattering of rain on the roof to 
whisk him away into a much-needed slumber. 


It was difficult to tell how long he had been asleep for, as the 
sky looked the same when he awoke to a tapping sound that 
contrasted the rain. Thanks to his Mars abilities, the 
bathwater had stayed warm even while he slept, so he would 
not be so unlucky as to catch a cold from doing something 
that would typically prevent him from catching one in the 
first place. 


The tapping sound persisted, and with a few looks around 
the room, he noticed a small figure outside the frosted glass 
window. Though he didn't want to, Garet was forced to pull 
himself out of the water so he could let the bird in. He had to 
assume it was a Carrier pigeon, and given the fact that he 
had recently written to Piers about King Alpha's tragic 
demise, it was possible that he was simply writing back. 


The bird hopped into the steamy room once the window was 
open, and Garet was quick to dry off and throw some clothes 
on before taking the parchment from the bird. Making sure 
to drain the bathtub before he exited, he headed into the 
kitchen where he threw some seeds out for the bird and 
untied the letter from its leg. Much to his surprise, it was not 
from Piers or even someone he had written to: it was in Mia's 
handwriting. 


"Mia's writing to me?" he mumbled to himself. "It must be 
pretty serious...or maybe she's just letting everyone know 
that the conflict in Imil is over." 


Hoping to satisfy his curiosity, Garet unfolded the 
parchment and made sure to carefully read each word that 
was written down. 


Dear Garet, 


It's certainly been a long time, hasn't it? Are you and Jenna 
well? | can only imagine that receiving a letter from me after 
all this time must come as quite a shock. Before | get into 
this, | would like for you not to read this along with Jenna. It 
is not that I wish to keep this a secret from her, but given 
the circumstances of what | need to say, | feel that it is only 
proper that you find out first, as Isaac's dearest friend. How 
and whom you choose to tell after reading this is entirely up 
to you, though | hope that you will keep it mostly to yourself. 


l'm sure you noticed while you were on your journey to 
Morgal that the world is changing, and at a frightening pace 
no less. Though the turn of events here in Imil seems to be 
in our favour, | fear that it is only temporary, especially 
since the lizard men from the ocean have been absent as of 
late. Our main concern is that they are simply amassing a 
larger army to attack once we have tired ourselves from 
fighting off the trolls and maulers. But | digress, the point is 
that the war does not seem as though it will end for at least 
another year or so. 


I cannot properly express in writing how much it hurts to say 
this, but because of the way things are, | will be travelling to 
Kalay to end things with Isaac. By the time you receive this, 
/ will likely only be a few days away. I assume you will want 
a full explanation, so | will agree to meet with you before | 
go to him. 


Please write back with the date, time, and place you would 
like to meet. 


Mia 


With the letter still in hand, Garet slowly fell back into the 
seat behind him and stared blankly at the wall. He could not 


even begin to describe how he was feeling or what his face 
looked right now. He wanted to look over the letter again 
and find some flaw with it, some kind of hidden message 
that showed what Mia was really trying to say. He wanted 
there to be some uncharacteristic "Gotcha!" written 
somewhere on the piece of parchment. 


But the more he searched, the deeper this emptiness within 
him grew. He could not even bring himself to read the letter 
in its entirety again; the words had already engraved 
themselves in his mind. 


"O-Oh gods..." he stammered breathily. "She's...she's going 
to break up with Isaac... After all this time and everything 
he's been through...it'll be over just like that." 


Garet was not sure what to do. He stood from his seat, sat 
back down, stood again so he could pace, and then ended 
up sitting in a different seat before repeating the process 
countless times. He looked around aimlessly, as if doing so 
might reveal a way that could stop this from happening, but 
there were no answers to be found on the walls of his home. 


He began to feel guilty, as he had not gone to see Isaac ina 
very long time. How had he been holding up for these past 
three months? The last time he'd seen him, the blond had 
been flying out on the soarwing during the day and 
indulging himself with alcohol at night. Though it wasn't 
exactly a healthy lifestyle, the rate at which he was doing so 
was not worrying enough to warrant concern from either 
Ivan or Garet. Since neither of them had been keeping tabs 
on him, though, it was not impossible for the man to have 
turned to alcohol at a much less conservative rate. He had 
clearly only been drinking to rid himself of boredom before, 
so it seemed unlikely that that would have changed. 


"I-I...1..." Garet stammered aloud for no particular reason. "I 
should write back to Mia...a-and then...and then..." 


And then what? He would wait until Mia arrived so that they 
could discuss why she was doing this? He could not simply 
wait around like that, hoping that once he had met with her 
that all these problems would suddenly disappear. If this 
happened, there was no telling what Isaac might do. 


"I'll check on him, then. I'll go see him early on the day she 
arrives, meet with her after, and then..." 


Why was there always an "and then"? Why could he not 
simply know what would happen from start to finish. Was he 
afraid to admit that this was real? That this was actually 
going to happen in just a few days? 


With unsteady resolve, Garet shakily brought out a quill and 
parchment so that he could respond to Mia's letter. There 
was so much to consider, so much uncertainty, and yet he 
found that his hand was moving in a continuous, albeit 
shaky, manner. Before he knew it, the letter was dry and 
coated in a waterproof substance, ready to be sent off to Mia 
with her pigeon. 


Garet could only watch in sorrow as the bird with the letter 
tied to its leg hopped out of his open window and flew off 
into the distance. 


"Isaac? Hey, Isaac, wake up. ISaac...c'mon, man, get up 
already! ISAAC!" 


The fated day had arrived, and it was relatively early 
morning. The sun was still peeking over the edge of the 


horizon as Garet stood above his sleeping friend. After 
convincing the smith to let him take at least a day each 
week off of work, he was not expecting to find Isaac passed 
out on the downstairs sofa. It took a while, but Isaac 
eventually groaned and cracked an eye open to see who had 
woken him. 


"Ugh, finally you're up. Man, you must've been out cold." 


It came as no surprise, as the moment he had entered the 
building, Garet's nostrils were filled with the smell of 
alcohol. The cabin was a complete mess, and there was not a 
single place in the room where a bottle was not within his 
line of sight. Though disappointed to find that Isaac had 
been drinking himself silly, he did feel partially to blame for 
not checking in on him for these past few months, especially 
since he was fully aware of the Venus adept's mental state. 


"Whoa, whoa, whoa, easy there, big guy, you're gonna knock 
yourself out," he said as Isaac attempted to sit up, ultimately 
falling back down. "Had a little too much to drink last night, 

| can see." 


Isaac blinked confusedly at Garet. Surely that couldn't bea 
good sign. 


“Too much? Garet, | only had two glasses of champagne! If | 
recall correctly, it was you who let yourself go at the 
wedding!" His own shouting caused him to groan in pain and 
rub his temples. 


Garet looked down at his friend in the utmost confusion. Was 
he fully sane right now? This was a day to be taken 
seriously, and yet he could not help the mildly amused 
smirk from pulling on the edges of his lips. 


"Wedding?! Man, | knew something was up when I hadn't 
heard any news from you in a while. I'll try to clear this up 
for you: | wasn't with you last night. In fact | haven't seen 
you for three months now!" 


Isaac didn't respond at first, seeming not to have understood 
what was just said. A moment later, his eyes shot open in 
bewilderment. 


"Gee, if I'd have known you were this depressed about Mia | 
wouldn't have left your side." This wasn't the time to play 
the upbeat best friend, and yet he could not help himself, 
knowing that Mia would be here later to call things off. "Ivan 
and Sam have been married for six months. You must've 
been dreaming or something, because | have no idea how 
you thought all of that happened last night." He paused as a 
sudden realization hit him. The amusement washed away 
from his face as he hesitantly asked his friend, "Have you... 
have you been drinking every day, Isaac?" 


The blond twisted his face in thought, though Garet did not 
particularly need to wait for an answer to know that he had 
been. The evidence was all around the room, and it would 

take a very convincing story to prove any sort of innocence. 


"I, uh...1 don't really know," he stated groggily. "I suppose 
that would probably answer your question, though. | guess 
tried to keep myself occupied after Ivan's wedding, but | 
only kept myself busy for some short amount of time. After 
that, | must've started drinking heavily enough that 
everything from the wedding to now is just a blur." 


Garet crossed his arms. Isaac was the last person anyone 
thought might wind up as a drunkard, but here he was, lying 
on his couch after another night of drinking himself stupid. It 
certainly seemed unbecoming of someone with the titles of 


Captain, Lord, and the Master of Earth. If only he could have 
checked in earlier; there was no telling what he might do 
after meeting with Mia. 


"| can't believe you, Isaac," Garet scolded, his upbeat 
character vanishing quickly. "It's one thing to do nothing but 
laze around all the time, but turning to binge drinking? I'm 
actually curious now, have you and Mia still been writing to 
each other? If you can't even remember a day of the past six 
months, I'm almost afraid to see some of the things you've 
tried writing to her." 


Isaac motioned to his room to indicate that any letters he 
may have written or received would be upstairs. Garet 
swiftly made his way upstairs, careful not to make too much 
noise. The number of bottles lying about did not decrease as 
he reached the top floor, and he did not even want to 
imagine what Isaac's bedroom looked like. 


Reluctantly pushing the door open, Garet was only slightly 
relieved to find that the room was no worse than the rest of 
the cabin, though that fact in itself was still troubling. It took 
hardly any time to find a mess of letters scattered across 
and around the desk, and he quickly scooped them all up 
before turning to leave the room. 


In the brief time he had to descend the stairs, he was able to 
see some of Mia's responses, most of which were true to the 
fashion of being vague about the situation and reassuring 
Isaac that she would return. Garet cringed, hating to know 
that her promise of returning was going to take place 
tonight, just not in the way Isaac was expecting. 


"Well, lucky for you, you don't seem to have come off as a 
drunkard in your letters, judging from Mia's regular- 
sounding responses." He dropped the stack of papers on 


Isaac's chest and pinched the bridge of his nose. "You better 
get clean, Isaac. Whether Mia's coming back soon or not, 
you can't spend all your time - not to mention gold - on 
regretful nights of drinking and hating yourself. I'm gonna 
tell Patch what's been going on and make sure that his new 
bartender doesn't sell you anything. I'll be damned if you try 
to get alcohol some other way." 


Keeping his shaking fists from showing, Garet stormed out of 
the cabin and slammed the door behind him. Rather than 
leaving in a justified anger, however, he exhaled deeply and 
deflated, taking a much-needed seat on the wooden steps. 


"I can't let her go through with this," he muttered to himself. 
"If she calls things off... | don't even want to think about 
what he'll do to himself." 


A flash of gold light appeared a few feet from his face, 
revealing one of Isaac's djinn. 


"/ take it you've heard what Miss Mia plans to do," the male 
voice, identifiable as Flint, resonated in Garet's head. 


"Yeah," he responded quietly, getting to his feet and 
heading off so that Isaac could not possibly hear them. "How 
do you know about it?" 


"Word travels quickly between djinn. | was informed of the 
news by Mist nearly two months ago." 


“Two months, huh? | guess that would've been when she'd 
have left Imil to travel here." 


After stopping at Patcher's Place to briefly reprimand the 
innkeeper for allowing Isaac to drink himself into a 
downward spiral, Garet continued down the mountain with 
Flint hovering beside his shoulder. 


"Can you protect him?" Garet asked the djinni. "You and the 
other djinn, | mean." 


"I'm afraid we can only do so much as persuade him," Flint 
said apologetically. “Because you are technically our 
masters, we cannot do act in a way that would go against 
your wishes. Should he try to do what you surely fear, | can 
only implore him to rethink his actions." 


"And by that point | doubt he would even listen to what you 
have to Say." 


Flint floated around so that he was in front of Garet, his 
beady eyes gazing directly at the Mars adept's face. 


"Master Garet," he spoke formally, “there is little that I am 
able to do, and so I must make a request of you. Please 
speak thoroughly with Miss Mia. | cannot tell you her 
reasons for going through with this, but if you should 
disagree with her even after she has explained it to you, | 
ask that you do whatever is in your power to dissuade her." 


They reached the bottom of the mountain path where 
Garet's horse awaited him in the stables. He stopped for a 
moment to really look at Flint, and with a heavy heart he 
nodded. The djinni thanked him before disappearing in a 
flash, and the Mars adept hurriedly set back out for Kalay, 
steeling his resolve as best he could as he prepared to meet 
with Mia for the first time, and potentially last, in two years. 


Though the mountains had been clear, a light drizzle 
dampened the streets of Kalay as Garet arrived. Returning 
the horse to the stable he had rented it from, he covered 
himself in a cloak and headed out towards the pub he had 


agreed to meet Mia at. He stepped into the building, finding 
that he had arrived first, and sat down at a table where a 
waitress dropped a menu in front of him. 


The pub was quiet, most likely because it was a weekday 
and was not even noon. A few travelling merchants and 
regulars had gathered in small groups, chattering quietly 
about whatever it was they had going on in their lives. From 
the kitchen, the sound of dishes clinking and stoves sizzling 
resonated out into the main area. 


Garet looked up as the bell above the entry door jingled, it's 
welcoming tone poorly reflecting the solemn mood of the 
atmosphere outside and the hesitant woman who stepped 
inside. She removed her hood, revealing a head of long 
azure hair and a pale complexion. He waved over to Mia as 
she looked uncertainly around the room. 


"You're really here," he said instead of greeting her properly. 
She did not seem to mind and took a seat across from him. 


"Of course," she said quietly. "We did say that we were going 
to meet here in our letters, didn't we?" 


"We did. | just hoped that this was all some sort of elaborate 
prank. I'd settle for being pissed off about that than 
worrying to death over this." 


They paused as the waitress dropped another menu in front 
of Mia, though neither of them had food or drink on the mind 
right now. Garet watched the healer's glossy eyes flutter 
every so often as she fought back any tears that tried to 
come forth. It was apparent that she was just as stressed out 
about this whole ordeal as Isaac was sure to be by tomorrow. 


"So," Garet sighed, "how do you want to start this?" 


Mia sniffled once and met his gaze. "| suppose...! should just 
come right out with it." 


She took a deep breath and glowed blue for a moment. 
Though Garet was not entirely sure why she would need to 
use psynergy right now, the effects seemed to calm her 
down, allowing her to speak without fear of choking up or 


crying. 


"I'll start by saying that | never imagined something like this 
might happen. Honestly, | still can't quite grasp the fact that 
I'm only returning to Isaac after two years to end our 
relationship. It's...like a horrible nightmare, one | could not 
have seen coming under any circumstances. 


"You must already be aware that Weyard is changing at an 
alarmingly fast pace. Mountains are shifting, islands are 
breaking off from the mainland, and Gaia Falls is actually 
expanding outwards. When you think about it, it's amazing 
what's happening, considering that all we were trying to do 
was stop it from shrinking the world. But | digress, the point 
is that for better or for worse, the physical form of Weyard is 
changing, and in our personal case it's for the worse. 


"Put simply, the tunnel leading from Bilibin to northern 
Angara is closing. I'd overheard the soldiers talking about it 
when they returned from their scouting mission, and from 
the looks of things it won't be usable by the end of this 
month. | had some troubles coming through on my way here, 
and | suspect | may be the last person to pass through it on 
my return journey." 


"So is that it?" Garet interjected. "The reason you're calling 
things off is over something as simple as the cave closing?" 


Mia smiled sorrowfully as she shook her head. "Don't be 
ridiculous, Garet. If it were something as trivial as only 


needing a new route to reach each other, | would never even 
think to end things with Isaac. After all, we're...we're 
betrothed..." 


She paused for a moment and glowed blue again, no doubt 
to contain herself from once again bursting out into tears. 
Garet noticed a few unwarranted glances from the other 
customers, but the moment Mia's blue glow dissipated they 
all went back to their own conversations. 


"Sorry, please allow me to continue. 


"As | was saying, the last person to pass through Bilibin Cave 
will likely be me, as | cannot stay here with Isaac. No one 
could have predicted that a war against monster clans would 
last so long, but with their newfound intelligence the 
monsters have been relentless with their attacks against us. 
It may be hard to believe, but they've even developed a 
language of their own and use practical tactics to fight 
against us." 


"Sounds like they aren't so different from the beastmen, 
then." 


"I suppose that is a possibility. In any case, I've only been 
able to take a short leave because we were able to decimate 
their numbers so substantially. The healing duties have 
lessened to the point where Justin can cover both healing 
and strategizing, at least for the time being." 


"So basically you're saying you have to stay in Imil and once 
you've gone back there won't be an easy way to leave 
regardless." 


"Exactly." 


"Then take Isaac back with you." 


Mia's eyes widened a bit, though her surprise was short- 
lived. Her gaze fell to the table and she swirled her fingers 
along the parchment menu in front of her. 


"I.... can't do that, Garet." 
"Why not?" 
"For the same reason | can't stay here with him." 


Garet took a moment to figure out what she meant, though 
it did not take long. Isaac had mentioned it when Mia left 
two years ago, and even then it still hadn't made much 
sense. 


"So you're saying that you can't take him away from Goma 
Plateau because he needs to protect the people of Kalay?" 


"Yes, ul 


"Hhhhh... Okay, let's just say that, hypothetically, Mt. Aleph 
does erupt again. Do you really think that Isaac's going to 
have enough time to magically warn everyone before the 
firestorm arrives?" 


"That's not-" 


"Even if he could somehow warn everyone, if a blast from Mt. 
Aleph really was powerful enough to reach Kalay, that 
means it would reach Imil too. Both places are about equal 
distance from there." 


Mia paused again, though she did not glow blue this time. 
Had he managed to talk some sense into her? Though he 
didn't like to say out loud that Isaac's watch on Mt. Aleph 
was rather pointless, Garet was almost certain that everyone 
was aware of the futility of doing so. If anyone was in danger 


of an eruption, it was those who had returned to the 
mountains. 


"There is more to it than that," she said timidly, a light blush 
creeping onto her cheeks. "Though...| am a bit embarrassed 
to speak about it." 


Garet scratched at the stubble on his chin, wondering what 
could possibly embarrass her enough to stop her from 
wanting to be with Isaac. 


"What?" he asked bluntly. "Have you fallen in love with some 
other guy?" 


"H-Huh?!" She smacked her hands on the table, earning 
looks from the others once again. "l-I would never! I've been 
in love with Isaac for ten years; | could never look at another 
man like that!" 


"Whoa, whoa, easy now," he said, gesturing her to calm 
down. "You're being a little...| don't know, skittish about this 
so | thought maybe it was something you wouldn't want to 
mention to anyone, especially Isaac." 


"F-Fair enough," she stammered, relaxing her arms so that 
they rested normally on the table once again. "I will try to be 
more to the point, then, so that you don't accuse me of any 
more unthinkable claims. 


"The reason | need Isaac to stay is...well, because of the 
dreams | have been having." 


Garet sat stunned when she did not elaborate more on what 
she meant. This somehow sounded familiar, but at the same 
time it was completely absurd. 


"U-Uh...your dreams...?" 


"Oh, sorry, | thought Piers had spoken to you about it: that 
he and | have been sharing dreams. In them, we always find 
ourselves in...his body on the balcony in what looks like an 
ancient city, plotting when to make our move against the 
Wise One." 


Garet recalled the conversation he had had with Piers nearly 
a year ago and how strange it had seemed. Supposedly, 
their minds would enter into Alex's consciousness as they 
slept, though he would remain unaware of their telepathic 
presence. Though the idea seemed troubling, even more so 
because it still persisted to this day, it hardly seemed worth 
fretting over. After all, there was no way Alex had survived 
the collapse of Mt. Aleph, and even if he had, he would have 
been in no condition to leave. 


"I know it seems unreasonable," she said. "How could a 
strange dream like that be any more than just a dream, but 
it really does worry me. If it were only that, | wouldn't need 
to call things off with Isaac, but with everything else 
combined...| just don't see how we could make things work." 


"Why not let lvan or me keep an eye on the Wise One, 
then?" Garet suggested. "One of us could do it, or we could 
alternate who goes when. That way Isaac could go with you 
back to Imil." 


Again, Mia shook her head. "If something were to happen...| 
doubt either of you two could hold your own against him." 


"What makes you so sure that Isaac could if neither of us 
could?" 


She paused for a moment and looked straight into his eyes. 
"Do you think that Isaac would lose in a duel against Alex?" 


",..1 don't know." This conversation had taken an odd detour, 
but Garet was already going along with it. "He and Felix are 
the only ones | feel could have fought the old Alex on equal 
terms. But we're talking about someone who potentially 
survived the collapse of a mountain and walked away from 
it! As strong as Isaac is, there's no way he'd be able to fight 
someone like that one-on-one, especially in his current 
condition." 


“Current condition? Has something happened to him?" 


Garet cringed and bit his tongue. He hadn't meant to let 
that slip, though it was hard to say whether or not Isaac 
would clean up his act in time for her to see him by tonight. 


"Garet, speak to me! What's happened to Isaac?!" 


"Nothing, nothing," he said, holding up his hands to calm 
her down for the second time today. "If you give mea 
chance, I'll explain it." 


Mia took a deep breath and calmed herself once again, 
settling for a worried and impatient expression. 


"He hasn't been in the best mental state since you left, but 
I'm sure you could have guessed that would happen," Garet 
explained, to which Mia nodded. "Other than just being 
generally depressed, he...well, he's become a bit of an 
alcoholic. lvan and | haven't had the time to go checking in 
on him for the past few months, so when | saw him this 
morning, well, | sort of yelled at him to get his act together." 


Mia's expression remained relatively the same as she stayed 
silent, leaving an uncomfortable atmosphere at the table for 
two. Garet wondered if it would have been better not to say 

anything at all. He was surprised when she suddenly glowed 


blue again, this time the colour remaining for a longer 
period of time. 


"This is my fault," she practically whispered as the glow 
faded. "I couldn't...couldn't save him from this grief, and 
now I'm only going to make it worse. I...I'm a terrible 
person." 


"Don't say stuff like that. If you really feel bad about it, don't 
go through with this. Take him back with you and leave the 
cabin duties to us." 


"I'm sorry, Garet...but | can't do that." 


He let out a deep sigh for what felt like the hundredth time 
and ran a hand through his fiery spikes. "There's really no 
convincing you?" 


"There isn't." 


"And you're absolutely sure you want to go through with 
this?" 


"It's not that | want to..." 


"Fine, | get it, but no matter what | say at this point, you're 
not going to change your mind. What would you have me 
do, then? You didn't just send me that letter because you 
thought | should know before everyone else." 


Mia hesitated for a while, making it apparent that she did 
not want to say the words she was about to. Clearly she had 
thought this through, and though no one wanted to imagine 
what something like this might do to someone in Isaac's 
state of mind, it was impossible not to when weighing all the 
options. 


"As his best friend, | wanted to entrust you in making sure 
he doesn't do anything rash," she said calmly. "I would hope 
that he has the resolve not to cause himself any harm or 
worse, but after what you've told me, | can't be sure that 
something won't happen." 


"You think he might kill himself," Garet stated bluntly, to 
which Mia gasped, covered her mouth, but nodded all the 
same. "I won't blame you for having little faith in the guy, 
and I'll agree to keep an eye on him with Ivan, but I'll say it 
again: | don't approve of your reasoning for doing what 
you're about to do." 


She nodded and slowly stood from her seat. "I understand. 
Thank you. Though | hoped this would have gone better, I'm 
truly grateful that you'll support us during this hard time. 
And...even though this was an unpleasant exchange, it 
really was nice to see you again, Garet. | wish | could have 
stopped to see Jenna, Ivan, and Samantha, but given the 
circumstances... It may be a long time before we get to see 
each other again, but I'm glad | got the chance to meet with 
you one last time." 


He also got to his feet as she started turning on her heel. 
Before she opened the door to leave, however, she looked 
over her shoulder to say one last thing to him. 


"I'll be heading to the cabin soon. |...will be spending the 
night with him before ending things tomorrow. My 
belongings are at the inn, so if you need to speak to me 
about anything, | will be stopping to pick my things up 
tomorrow." 


With that final note, she stepped out the door, jangling the 
bell once again as she stepped out into the rain. Still 
standing beside the table they had been seated at, Garet 


slumped back into his chair and rubbed his temples with 
one hand. With the other, he signaled a waitress to come 
over to his table. 


"I'll take a bottle of your strongest stuff," he grumbled to the 
woman. "And any advice you can give on helping a friend 
with a broken heart." 


Well, that chapter turned out way longer than | expected. 
Not that that's bad since | did manage to cover all the things 
| wanted to, the most important being the conversation with 
Mia. It was left open in WiH to whether Garet knew that the 
breakup was coming, and | figured it would be nice to shed 
some light on that in here, revealing that he actually knew 
about it the whole time (before anyone else, | might add). 
Things aren't going to get much better from here, though, so 
don't expect too many happy turns of events. 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Gengal/upite 


*Chapter 26*: Agony 


Aaaah, it took me so long to get this written, and | feel 
terrible (though | have no idea if anyone's even reading this 
so that makes me feel less terrible). Well, school has 
officially started and I'm already behind on my writing. | 
really need to get this story finished lol. All the interesting 
stuff is starting to happen now but at the same time | now 
have schoolwork to balance on top of this. Still, with only so 
few chapters left I'll just have to do what I can. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Agony 
“How is he today?" 


"Same as always. Honestly, | don't really know what to do 
about him." 


Garet ran a hand through his spikes, glancing up as Jenna 
laid out mugs of warm tea before him and Ivan. As she sat 
down to join them, they each took a long, contemplative 
drink of their tea before sighing and meeting each other's 
eyes. 


Two months had gone by since Mia left Kalay for the final 
time. Garet could not forget the undeniable sorrow she 
exuded as she collected her belongings from the inn. He 
thought there might be some slim chance he could still 
convince her to make things right with Isaac. If he could 
muster up the courage to tell her that she was being 
completely illogical about this whole situation, then perhaps 


she might see the truth in his words and make the right 
choice. 


It didn't go over as planned. 


Instead, Garet watched as the distraught Mercury adept 
cried and collapsed at her bedside, her face pressed deeply 
into the blankets as she wept. He had never seen Mia in 
such a state; he was not even sure he had seen her ina 
genuinely sad mood before. He could do nothing but stand 
in the doorway with his bottom jaw twitching, trying to form 
the words he so desperately had wanted to say to her. But 
those words would never come, and he would say nothing to 
her even as she rode off towards Bilibin with a travelling 
merchant caravan. 


"Mia's warning about Isaac," Jenna spoke solemnly, "do you 
think she really meant it?" 


"That he might...inflict some self-harm?" Ivan asked in an 
equally solemn tone, to which Jenna nodded. "Judging by 
the way he's been, I'm surprised he hasn't already." 


"That or we just haven't seen it," Garet said, noting that 
Isaac was always wearing heavier clothing these days. 


Jenna pressed her face into her palms and let out a deep 
exhale. "I just...can't believe this is really Isaac we're talking 
about. You two have gone to see him more than | have 
lately, but for some reason | still just can't imagine it unless 
I'm actually there with him." 


Both men nodded in agreement. Even they, who alternated 
checking in on Isaac every day, were having trouble 
accepting that their once-leader was now little more than a 
depressed, potentially suicidal hermit with a drinking 
problem. Garet could only imagine the stress placed on Mia 


as well, given that she had a war to take part in on top of 
this personal tragedy. 


The three of them spoke very little as they sipped their 
beverages and sat around the table. This was how most of 
their nights had gone during the past months. There was 
little to speak about, and no one particularly wanted to hear 
the details if there were. As the final few drops of tea were 
consumed from their mugs, Ivan stood to leave. 


"You're going up there tomorrow then, Garet?" he asked. 
"Yeah, first thing in the morning." 


"Just...a word of warning." Garet and Jenna both froze as 
those words crept out of Ivan's mouth in a rather unsavoury 
fashion. "Today...he was standing on the balcony for an 
unsettling amount of time. | didn't want to say anything out 
of fear that he might feel overwhelmed and actually go 
through with it, but...if nothing else, keep the soarwing close 
by." 


With that, lvan bundled up into his outerwear and tipped his 
hat before stepping out into the foggy evening. Garet shut 
the door behind him and made his way toward the bedroom. 
He was not tired, but the weight of this was taking a toll on 
him mentally. 


"Take some bread up to him, will you?" Jenna said as she 
climbed into bed. 


"Sure, though | doubt he's going to eat any of it. The only 
thing I've seen him eat since this all started was a piece of 
jerky, and | can't even be sure he was doing anything more 
than chewing on it." 


The brunette scooted closer to him and placed a hand on his 
cheek, pulling his face to the side so that he would look at 
her. 


"You'll make sure he gets better," she stated, though her 
voice was filled with uncertainty. 


Garet pecked her on the forehead and did what he could to 
muster up a smile of some sort. "'Course | will. These things 
take time, but we're all going to be there with him every 
step of the way." 


Jenna smiled weakly and shut her eyes. "I trust you. | broke 
his heart once; | don't want him to ruin his life thinking that 
he'll never find love in this world." 


Garet said nothing in return, only watching as Jenna's 
breathing gradually slowed and deepened. It was not long 
before she was asleep, and he found himself staring up at 
the ceiling with an incurable frown. 


"Never find love, huh?" he mumbled to himself. 


He loved Jenna, and she undoubtedly felt the same way 
about him. Through all the ups and downs, the two of them 
had managed to stay together. Their relationship was 
wrought with misunderstandings and long-lasting feuds, the 
likes of which most people would not stand for after going 
through so many. 


Why was it that they could still manage together, but a 
couple that had never had so much as a heated 
disagreement had been forced apart? Was it fate? Or was it 
some flawed way for Mia to show just how much she cared 
for Isaac? Whatever the case, pondering it now would do 
him no good. 


Finally shutting his eyes and hoping that tomorrow might go 
over well, Garet waited for sleep to take him. 


The days continued to go by for Garet and Ivan as they kept 
up their routine of checking in on Isaac in alternation. With 
each passing visit, they would travel out with the hopes that 
their friend would show even a slight semblance of his old 
self, but in these past two and a half months Isaac had not 
said more than a total of ten words to them. 


Grunting as he brought a hammer down on some heated 
metal, Garet wondered if Isaac would ever return to normal. 
At the very least, he wanted to see his best friend make 
some sort of recovery, even if he never went back to the way 
he once was. That shouldn't be too much to ask, but there 
was no telling how long it would take for Isaac to start 
moving on. After all, he and Mia were probably more in love 
with each other than anyone else he could think of. 


"Hey, um, I think you need to reheat the metal," Roxy's voice 
came from somewhere beside him. He quickly glanced at 
her, then at the piece of metal that was no longer red; he 
must have zoned out while he was hammering away. 


"Oh, right," he mumbled, stepping towards the furnace and 
placing it in. 


He had tried to avoid thinking about it since he was only at 
work every second day, but Garet could not completely 
ignore the fact that Roxy had been working beside him for 
the past few weeks. Her father was travelling to Bilibin on 
business and they had gotten a letter from him some time 
ago saying that he had come down with some illness. While 
he assured them he would be fine, that meant that someone 
needed to work the counter at the smithy while Garet took 
over all of the forging duties. Unfortunately, Roxy's mother 


only knew how to run the shop, having an extremely limited 
knowledge of weapons and such, leaving Roxy to fill in for 
her father. 


The situation between the two of them was somewhat 
uncomfortable, to say the least. Since the day he had finally 
Snapped at her, neither Roxy nor Garet were able to look at 
one another in the eye for longer than a few seconds. She 
always blushed, seemingly out of embarrassment, and he 
could not help feeling guilty, despite the fact that he had 
justifiably gotten angry. Because they were forced to work in 
such close proximity, they tended to make small talk out of 
some sense of obligation, but otherwise left each other 
alone. Occasionally, Garet would catch her looking at him, to 
which she would immediately avert her gaze; admittedly, 
the reverse had also happened quite a few times as well. 
Oftentimes, he wondered if he should say something, but 
whenever a situation arose, he found that he had nothing 
good to Say. 


"You should take that out before the metal overheats." 


Upon hearing Roxy's voice again, Garet realized he had 
zoned out for the second time. Heeding her words, he 
quickly removed the red-hot bar of iron and rested it atop 
the anvil. 


"You've been pretty spacey lately," she said in the same 
small-talky manner as always. "Something bugging you?" 


He could not deny that it was still strange hearing the 
brunette speak to him in such a distant manner than she 
used to. "Nothing new, really. Isaac still isn't getting any 
better." 


"Makes sense. | don't know him too well, so | can't give you 
any advice; at least, none you haven't heard already, I'm 


sure." 


"Heh, I've probably heard every trick in the book at this 
point. Nothing's gonna help the guy except time." 


"Mim." 
End of conversation. 


This felt awkward and forced, a feeling Garet did not like in 
the slightest, especially when, all things considered, Roxy 
was still a friend of his. True, she had overstepped her 
boundaries and flirted a bit too heavily with him, but she 
didn't even act like this when they first met. Heck, she didn't 
even act like this after Aaron's death. Was there no way to 
get even a little bit of balance with her? 


"We need to talk." 


Garet jumped at the sound of Ivan's voice echoing in his 
head, subsequently dropping his tongs in the process. 
Quickly assuring Roxy that everything was all right, the 
redhead turned to the side and focused his thoughts. 


"Gods, you scared the crap out of me, Ivan! Why are you 
here, anyway? It's only about noon; shouldn't you still be at 
Isaac's?" 


"Yeah, well, some crazy stuff happened and | ended up 
leaving. Have you taken your lunch break yet?" 


"Uh, no, | usually go in about an hour." 
"Okay, I'll come by the smithy around then." 


"Wait, what's this all about? What crazy stuff happened with 
Isaac?" 


"I...can't say it through telepathy. Sorry, it's something we 
need to talk about in person." 


The link between them was suddenly severed before Garet 
could question him any further. Annoyed that Ivan would not 
even elaborate a little bit, he set about working diligently, 
hoping that by doing so the time might pass by quicker. 


It felt like ages before the hour was finally up. Ivan's cryptic 
words had made it impossible for Garet to fully concentrate 
on working, and he could not help but imagine any number 
of things he might have to say. From the way he was 
speaking he seemed a bit aggravated. 


"Hi, lvan!" Roxy greeted. Garet looked up to see the Jupiter 
adept approach the counter. 


"Hey, you don't mind if | steal Garet away for a bit, do you?" 
he greeted in a fake cheerful tone. 


"Hmm, | dunno. You guys seem to run off an awful lot and 
leave me with all the work." 


"Just come into the back," Garet cut in impatiently. "I already 
have a lunch; we don't need to go anywhere." 


Without waiting for a response, Garet turned around and 
grabbed his packed lunch off a table as he stepped into the 
common staff area. lvan entered from the front door a few 
moments later and joined him at the table he'd secured. 


"So," the redhead began as he bit into a roll of bread, "what 
was So important that you had to leave Isaac's and come 
talk to me in person?" 


"Well, there are a couple of things, actually. | just don't know 
which one to start with." 


From the sound of his voice and his general demeanour, Ivan 
seemed to have calmed down from his earlier aggravation; 
that or he had not actually been as irritated as he came 
across. 


"I'll start with the better news, | guess," he answered with a 
shrug. Garet did not care either way. "Sam is pregnant." 


Garet stopped mid-bite and widened his eyes a little bit, but 
otherwise did not react much to the news. Wiping some 
crumbs from his mouth with the back of his hand, he 
swallowed his food and sat back. 


"Congrats," he said a bit flatly. "Guess I'm not too surprised. 
When'd you find out?" 


"About a week ago. She'd been feeling kind of sick for the 
past month, so we went to the sanctum to have her checked 
out. She wasn't surprised; apparently she missed a couple of 
periods but never found the time to bring it up with me." 


Having gone back to chewing his food, Garet shrugged 
indifferently. "Makes sense, you guys are so busy nowadays 
that she probably wasn't thinking about it much herself. If 
you don't mind me going off on a tangent for a second, 
though, what happened at Isaac's that got you so pissed 
off?" 


Ivan's gaze darkened a bit as he clenched his fists on the 
table. "So you could tell, huh?" 


"Man, we've known each other for half our lives; it's not too 
hard to tell when you're annoyed about something. It had to 
be pretty bad to kill the good news of finding out your wife is 
pregnant." 


The younger man sharply inhaled and shut his eyes for a 
moment. With an equally sharp exhale, he looked up at 
Garet with serious eyes and spoke without hesitation. 


"He reached his breaking point today." 


For an onlooker, Garet's reaction would not have seemed too 
different from how he reacted to the first bit of news, but as 
the seconds ticked by, he did not return to eating his food, 
and kept his widened eyes fixated on Ivan's face. He knew 
what those words meant, but he did not want to accept the 
implication behind them. 


"If | had been even a minute later than | was, it would've 
been too late." 


Garet could feel his hands trembling as he dropped the 
apple he'd been holding. Not until it rolled off the table and 
bumped his foot on the ground was he brought back to his 
proper senses. 


"The cliff?" he stammered out. 
"Chandelier." 


It seemed a rather slow way to do it, but perhaps the method 
was due to the fact that Isaac still feared dying. Whether he 
had taken that into consideration or not at the time was 
irrelevant; he had chosen a method that he could potentially 
change his mind on if he went through with it. 


"He should be fine now," said Ivan. "Well, as fine as someone 
in his state can be. | gave him a good tongue-lashing and 
took pretty much every potentially dangerous thing | could 
find in his house. Patcher's holding onto all of it right now." 


"Isn't it a bad idea to leave him alone? Unless you knocked 
him out or something, he could just as easily jump off the 
cliff." 


"You already thought it yourself: he would have done that 
the first time if he wanted to do something conclusive." 
There was a pause as Ivan got himself some water and drank 
it to calm down again. "Anyway, | was too upset with him to 
stick around. Sorry to throw you into it, but | kind of told him 
you'd be heading up later to check in on him." 


"After hearing that kind of news I'm already planning to do 
that without your prompting." 


Ivan smiled weakly and let his tensed fists relax slightly. 


"Have you told anyone else?" Garet asked. "I'm assuming 
Patch knows since you handed all that stuff over to him." 


"Yeah, just you two right now. I'm heading over to tell Jenna 
after this, but | figure it's better just to keep the news 
between us. | don't want to stress Sam out while she's 
getting hormonal and all that, and Mia probably isn't feeling 
much better than he is right now. | doubt she'd be too 
thrilled to get a letter regarding Isaac's attempted suicide." 


Garet nodded. It would be chaos if word got out that one of 
the Warriors of Vale tried to commit suicide, especially with 
the close-knit relations they had to the people in Kalay. Isaac 
was already the subject of public scrutiny for isolating 
himself in the mountains, and he did not need any more 
negative publicity from people who could never understand 
what he'd been through. 


Ivan left when the lunch break was over, and Garet watched 
as he headed off in the direction of the bakery. His head was 
swimming with a plethora of emotions, and manning the 


counter while Roxy went on her break was the last thing he 
had his mind on. By the time she'd returned, he wasn't even 
sure if he had sold anything or even spoken to any 
customers. 


The rest of the day went about a little more strangely than 
usual. Garet arbitrarily hammered away at pieces of hot 
metal, going by muscle memory while he wondered what it 
might be like when he visited Isaac tonight. Not only that, 
but how would Jenna react to the news? There was hardly a 
doubt in his mind that she would break out in tears, though 
Ivan's other news might help to at least somewhat soften the 
blow. 


Roxy passed by him more often than she had in the morning, 
slowing as she approached before quickly continuing to do 
whatever it was she was doing. On the odd occasion that he 
was paying attention, he noticed that she was not looking 
away when their gazes met. More than that, she almost 
seemed as though she wanted to say something, but would 
always stop herself before going back to her job. He did not 
know what she wanted, but he was not sure if he could take 
any more news at this point. 


The autumn sky turned dark early as it tended to do these 
days. The glow from the furnace kept the smithy illuminated 
while the two of them cleaned up the shop and started 
packing up their belongings. 


"I'm sorry!" 


Garet turned in surprise to see Roxy tensed and tightly 
gripping onto her grime-covered apron. The dim light 
masked her expression, but from the way she was standing, 
he could only assume she was feeling uncomfortable. 


"Uh...what are you apologizing for?" 


"I...l-l overheard you and Ivan talking earlier... | swear | 
wasn't eavesdropping; | just happened to catch what you 
were saying while | was grabbing some polish from the 
back!" 


Garet froze as he processed Roxy's words. He and Ivan had 
been so engrossed in their earlier conversation that it would 
have been impossible to notice anyone around them. They 
had not been keeping their voices hushed, so it was possible 
that anyone passing by might hear what they were saying. 
Judging from the way she was acting now, she did not seem 
like she was apologizing for hearing about Samantha's 
pregnancy. 


"So you heard...huh?" 


He fell back onto a stool and slumped his shoulders. With 
something as important as this, Garet doubted that Roxy 
would go around telling people, but he really did want to 
keep this news on the down low. Word could spread like 
wildfire if even the slightest slip-up were to occur. 


Before he knew what was happening, Garet found himself 
wrapped in an embrace, the side of his head pressed gently 
into Roxy's breast. He inhaled sharply, but she spoke before 
he could protest. 


"| promise that I'm not flirting with you right now," she said 
seriously. "I...l just thought that you might need this is all. | 
mean...he's your best friend, right?" 


Her actions seemed genuine, and Garet was not about to 
push her away when she so sincerely wanted to comfort him. 
Though he lifted his arms to return the embrace, he found 
that his odd relationship with the brunette girl still 
warranted some distance, and eventually allowed his arms 


to fall back to his sides. She did not seem to mind, as she 
continued to hold him in a firm yet calming squeeze. 


"Hey," he said after a short while, "I need to say something 
too." 


The warm arms that circled around him slowly unraveled, 
and Garet stood, looking down into the slightly fearful eyes 
that gazed up at him. 


"I, uh...think | should apologize for pushing you away," he 
said unsurely. "| meant what | said before, but...l didn't want 
to make things uncomfortable between us. | know you mean 
well and that you were only teasing with all that stuff, and | 
never meant for us to...regress to the kind of relationship 
we're in now. | still think of you as a friend, Roxy." 


She appeared stunned, and their close proximity made the 
situation a bit awkward, especially since he could not avoid 
looking into her stunning eyes. Doing what he could to 
shuffle a few steps away from her, he scratched the back of 
his head and turned away. 


"A-Anyway, | should probably head out. It's pretty dark out 
and I'm supposed to check in on Isaac, so I've got a bit of a 
journey ahead of me." 


As he turned to leave, something tugged on the end of his 
jacket sleeve. Turning back around, Garet looked to see Roxy 
with her head hanging, one hand on his sleeve with the 
other pressed against her chest. 


"It wasn't just teasing," she said quietly, barely speaking 
louder than the crackling embers in the furnace. "I...really 
was trying to get closer to you." 


A lump formed in Garet's throat, and he tried to swallow it 
down as he chuckled innocently. 


"Haha, there you go again, always trying to catch me off- 
guard." 


"I'm being serious." 


He tried to chuckle again, but the moment she brought her 
gaze up he could not pretend not to notice the seriousness 
contained in her beautiful blue irises. 


"I've spent years of my life working alongside you, Garet. I...1 
still remember how | felt the moment | met you, how excited 
| got every time you came over here on a business trip, how 
happy | was to be one of the people to support you in your 
time of need." 


"W-Wait, Roxy, | can't-" 


"| remember how heartbreaking it was when | saw that you 
already had a girlfriend. | remember how painful it was when 
you told me you planned on marrying her and just how 
much it hurts every time she comes by to walk home with 
you. | tried to give up on you, | really did. | couldn't keep 
trying to go after you, especially after you made it perfectly 
clear that | was nothing more than an unwanted third party 
in your relationship. 1...1... couldn't do it, Garet. Because... 
because... 


“Because | think I'm in love with you." 


There was no time to think or do anything. His body froze, 
acting like a limp husk that managed to keep him standing 
but nothing more. If he could step away from her and 
apologize again, that would be enough, but the nerves in his 
body had gone dormant. 


And he could do nothing as Roxy shut her eyes and closed 
the distance between their faces. 


It was like an electric shock. Her lips collided with his and 
she firmly locked her arms around his neck. Images of Jenna 
and the ring flashed in his mind, but his body still refused to 
do what he wanted it to, despite how hard his mind was 
screaming at it to act. He could only stand there in shock as 
she held fast to him, sending all her passion unto him by 
passage of their lips. 


His stiffened arms felt like they were on pins and needles as 
he struggled to lift them. Placing them weakly on Roxy's 
sides, he mustered what little strength he could to try 
pushing her away, but his efforts were in vain. All of her 
passion and love for him allowed her to hold strong, and she 
had paralyzed him like some kind of succubus. 


When the brunette finally pulled away of her own accord, 
Garet managed to stumble a single step backwards, his lips 
tingling in a horrifically pleasant sensation. 


"H-How could you?" 


There was no mistaking that voice, but Garet prayed with 
every fibre of his being that he was not hearing correctly. 
That trembling, seething tone was so familiar, and yet he 
wanted to believe that it was all in his head. 


"How could you?!" 


Roxy jumped and turned around, revealing none other than 
Jenna on the other side of the smithy's counter. Garet's heart 
sank as he looked at her, and he could only imagine the 
expression she currently had. Why was all of this happening 
now? 


"J-Jen," he stammered out, finally regaining some of his 
motor controls. "I-It's not what you think. I-" 


"Shut up! Just shut up! You're a dirty cheat and that girl... 
that girl is nothing more than a whore! A stupid, 
manipulative whore!" 


She was gone in an instant, her ponytail flying behind her as 
she took off in a sprint. It only took a moment for Garet's 
body to finally start working again, and, ignoring Roxy's 
protests as he started running, his legs kicked into full gear 
as he leaped over the counter and took off after Jenna. 


The chase led them back to their home, the place that 
should have been their sanctuary and place of 
reconciliation. This time, however, it was a fortress, one that 
Jenna would use to bar his entry as he pounded against the 
door, caring not for the complaints of the neighbours. 


"Jen, please let me explain! It wasn't like you think it was!" 


“How could | have trusted you?! You told me things with her 
had settled down and that she hardly even spoke to you 
anymore!" 


"That's how it was until tonight! | don't know what 
happened but she just kind of threw herself on me!" 


He fumbled around for his key while Jenna continued to wail 
ignorant responses back at him. Finally managing to find it, 
he clicked the lock open and pushed open the door, easily 
knocking away the chairs that she had futilely used to try 
barricading the door. 


"Get out, get out, get out!" she screamed, running towards 
him with some kind of blunt object. 


"No! I'm not just going to let this argument go on like 
before!" he shouted, taking the hits to his chest and 
shoulders. "If | don't make this right, then you're never 
going to forgive me!" 


"I don't plan on it, you unfaithful cretin!" 


Feeling himself lose patience, he caught both of her wrists 
mid-swing and dragged her over towards the couch while 
she continued to scream and flail wildly against his 
overpowering grip. Without a hint of remorse, he dropped 
her roughly onto the sofa and pried the blunt object from 
her hand, tossing it aside and keeping her from standing up. 


"Listen to me for one second, will you?!" he growled as she 

continued fighting to get up. "I've never been anything but 
faithful to you, Jenna! For hell's sake, I've never even been 

with a girl other than you!" 


"Oh, so you're getting tired of me, is that it?" 
"NO! JUST SHUT UP AND LET ME FINISH!" 


A slight pang of guilt rushed through him as she cowered 
under his overbearing presence. They would surely be 
getting complaints from the neighbours, but at this point he 
needed to clear things up with Jenna before they got any 
more out of hand than they already were. 


"Look, there's nothing going on with Roxy and me. All that 
happened was that she overheard Ivan telling me about 
Isaac and she tried to comfort me. Somehow in all of that, 
she ended up confessing her feelings and started kissing 
me, but it wasn't mutual, | swear." 


Jenna glared at him and crossed her arms aggressively. "How 
can you even say that when | saw you with your arms all 


over her?" 

"Arms all over...? | was trying to push her away from me!" 
"Not very hard, obviously." 

"| was in shock. That was the best | could do." 


"Wow, she must be pretty strong considering you literally 
just picked me up and dropped me on the sofa." 


How else could he explain himself to her? There would be no 
use in reiterating the same explanation since Jenna simply 
wasn't having it. In her current mood she would continue to 
block out any explanation he had, and the best he could 
hope for was that she would at least stop accusing him of 
cheating on her. 


"You're horrible, Garet," she said tearfully, turning her head 
away. "I can't believe you." 


“Jenna...I'm telling you that | didn't want that. What can | 
say or do to make you believe me?" 


"Figure it out yourself. | don't even know what | want from 
you; | just can't even look at you." 


"You want me to just let you blame me for something that 
didn't happen? For something that was beyond my control? 
That...that isn't fair, Jen." 


"Not fair? Not fair?! I'll tell you what isn't fair: cheating on 
your girlfriend of ten years when all I've ever been is faithful 
to you! You promised me! You talked about marriage and 
proposal but really you just had her whenever you got tired 
of me!" 


Jenna was in hysterics, and it was obvious that she was not 
thinking clearly. No matter what he said, all of it would link 
back to how she had seen the two of them kissing. Even if 
he could hypothetically bring Roxy here and have her 
explain that he did not return the kiss, Jenna would not 
believe them. 


"After everything we've been through together," she cried 
and sniffled. "After all the hardships we've endured and 
times we've shared, I'm still expendable to you." 


"Jen, you've never been expendable to me. I've loved you 
ever since we were kids. Isaac and | risked our lives to save 
you!" 


“But that's not the same you that you are now. What would 
that version of you think if they saw you now? What would 
your family think if they found out?" 


“They would hear me out and get my side of the story too!" 


There was a pause as Jenna collected herself, her sobs 
ceasing as she wiped her eyes. At first, Garet thought that 
she might finally be coming to her senses, but it was a false 
hope, one that would be shattered by the very next words 
she would Say. 


"Aaron always used to look up to you. You were his hero, the 
person he wanted to be. What would he think if he saw you 
now? Because | can bet that you'd be nothing more than a 
disappointment. You're a disgrace to his memory." 


Garet froze. The room froze. The whole world froze. 


He stared down at Jenna and felt the glossiness of his eyes 
increase, felt the deep sinking of his heart as it plunged past 
his stomach and deep into the ground. He watched as a 


single teardrop plummeted from his chin onto Jenna's leg, 
and he stumbled back as he was onset by a sudden head 
rush. 


A trembling hand slowly streaked through his spikes, and it 
took him a moment to realize it was his. He could not speak, 
for the words were caught in his throat. No, that was not 
right, the words had disappeared from him completely. He 
hardly felt like he could breathe. The feeling was 
overwhelming. 


And just as suddenly as he was hit with sorrow and 
confusion, he was seething with anger, his sense of betrayal 
skyrocketing as he looked down at Jenna's suddenly 
apologetic face. When had her expression changed? When 
did she realize she had taken things too far? Why wouldn't 
she just listen to him? 


Her mouth moved but the words never made it to his ears. 
How dare she? How dare she?! She used the one ghost of his 
past that he had never recovered from and twisted it into a 
beast that now gnawed at his mind and soul. Why? Why 
would she do such a thing? Did she hate him? 


If that were the case, then he hated her equally. 


He stormed off without a word, trudging into their room and 
pulling out his pack. With only the slightest sense of what he 
was doing, Garet began packing his belongings. All of them. 


If it wasn't tied down, Garet was taking it. This was his home 
and these were his things. Every so often, he would feel 
Jenna pull on his arm, but he cared not for her actions and 
simply threw her off without a thought. He hated her. She 
was the cause for his pain and suffering and enough was 
enough. 


By the time he had everything, the world around him had 
stopped being the soundless world it was, and Jenna's 
wailing and pleading met his ears. He was standing at the 
door, one hand on the handle while the other was being 
pulled back by her. He could not even look at her right now, 
though. 


"G-Garet, please! I'm so sorry; | swear | didn't mean it! I...1 
wasn't thinking! Please just calm down! I believe you! D- 
Don't leave..." 


It was too late for apologies; she crossed the line and she 
knew it. He would never say anything like that involving 
Felix because it was an area they were supposed to avoid. 
How dare she slander Aaron's memory with her ridiculous 
misinterpretation? Thinking about it only served to anger 
him more. 


Forcefully wrenching his arm from her grip, Garet opened 
the door and turned to look over his shoulder, looking at the 
sad, pathetic crying girl who had fallen to her knees. 


"| never thought that you would be the one to hurt me so 
deeply." 


"G-Garet, 1...1..." 


He did not let her finish; there was no point in allowing her 
to continue her blubbering. This was it. The moment he 
stepped out this door, he would not be coming back. 


And with only two words, Garet sealed his fate before 
slamming the door behind him. 


"We're done." 


Not much to say; the chapter should have said it all. It had 
to happen, though. Jenna is still Matthew's mom, so it wasn't 
like | was just going to have Jenna cheat on Garet to get 
even. | mean, it should be pretty clear where things are 
headed now, but if you're still eagerly anticipating events 
because you haven't read WiH (or maybe you're even more 
eager to read about them from Garet's perspective because 
of WiH) then fear not, as all will be explained soon enough. 
There really isn't much left to write (2-3 more chapters plus 
an epilogue) so look forward to it! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 27*: Turning Point 


Hello, old friends. Did you miss me? Yes, it's been a long, 
long time, and | can't really say that I've officially returned 
either. The only reason I'm working on this now is because 
the drafts of my VN's demo are complete and are currently 
being looked over by my editor. The music still isn't 
complete, but that's kind of an ongoing thing that I can do 
while writing. In any case, you readers have my most 
humble and dearest apologies. | soent the past few days re- 
reading the story (and bits of WiH) so that | could get back 
into the proper mentality to write. 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Turning Point 


"Well, sit down, then. I didn't have anything planned today, 
so | suppose | can hear you out." 


Garet complied with Kay's words and took a seat across the 
table. This was his first time visiting her since she had 
gotten married, and somehow her home felt uncomfortable 
to him, foreign. Like he was intruding on a space he was no 
longer welcomed in. 


Of course, this was all in his head. Kay, while never explicitly 
saying so, had always welcomed him into her home, whether 
it was this one or the one she had occupied prior to her 
wedding. 


"Are you going to tell me what happened with Jenna? | can't 
see why else you would come to me of all people." 


Garet raised his head, but could only match his sister's 
intense gaze for a moment before dropping it to the table 
once again. 


Following the events of that night, he had made his way to 
Isaac's cabin, as promised to Ivan, but as he climbed the 
mountain Garet knew that he would not reveal anything to 
his friend that night. No one had to know just yet. 


That was the plan, but yesterday, at his grandfather's 
birthday celebration, Garet could feel the eyes of his family 
looking upon him with uncertainty. Not a single one of them 
approached about the incident or even asked indirectly, but 
he could feel the scrutinizing gazes and curious whispers all 
around him. 


"So you heard?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 


“Word travels fast around here, especially within family 
networks. Though, I'm still not entirely sure why you came to 
me instead of your friends. | mean, as you always put it, | 
never had any experience with relationships." 


She chuckled wryly but it did little to improve his mood. 
With a sigh, Kay created a ghostly hand under her brother's 
chin to lift it gently. "Look, Garet, if you aren't going to talk, 
then there's no point in you being here. We weren't planning 
on asking you about it since we're never sure if your fights 
will result in anything serious." 


"Heh, is that the way it looked from the outside? Pathetic 
that our relationship could be taken so lightly that way, 
even after ten years." 


"Garet." 


"It's true, | broke it off with her. I'm not happy about it, but | 
don't regret it." 


His fists were clenched tightly on the table, and he darted 
his eyes away from Kay, unable to force his chin back down 
with the psynergetic hand holding it in place. 


Kay simply looked at him without changing her expression. 
What was she thinking behind those judgmental eyes she'd 
always glared at him with? Did she believe him, or had the 

constant fights with Jenna become cries of wolf falling upon 
ignorant ears? 


"You're serious, then." 
"Do | seem like I'm joking?" 


"No, but...l can tell that you really aren't going to change 
your mind this time." 


“How can I? She used Aaron as a weapon against me. It was 
all a stupid misunderstanding, and she didn't even listen to 
me explain. | could have dealt with a simple 
misunderstanding. | had dealt with misunderstandings. 
Constantly! But she took it to the one place we had silently 
agreed never to go." 


Another silence ensued, but this time Garet met Kay's gaze, 
which had softened at hearing what he had to say. 


What was she thinking? She couldn't be disagreeing with his 
choice right now, could she? Even Kay could not deny that 
using Aaron against him was a cruel act. Garet knew that 
she would have reacted similarly if her husband had done 
what Jenna had to him. 


"| see," she said after some time. "Well, | can understand 
your reasoning at least, but are you sure this is what you 
want? You know we were all rooting for you." 


Like he had been rehearsing this moment in his head, Garet 
took the velvety blue ring box out of his pocket and 
carelessly tossed it along the table to Kay. 


"Of course this isn't what | want, but | won't go back on my 
decision. l...l hate to say this, but we did nothing but suffer 
with each other for years. | can hardly even remember any of 
the good times we had together because the painful times 
and the suffering outnumber all of them by too much. It isn't 
just because | can't forgive her... It's because | can't put her 
through that any longer, put either of us through it any 
longer." 


He had given this thought, more thought than he had ever 
given anything before. This wasn't just a rash decision made 
in the heat of the moment, nor was he refusing to go back 
on it due to some foolish sense of pride. He was doing this 
for his and Jenna's sakes. Neither of them deserved to hurt 
more than they had already. He had made this decision for 
him and for her. 


Because he knew that this was the only way to show that he 
still loved her, even after everything that had happened. 
Even if no one else accepted or understood his reasoning, he 
knew, and without a doubt in his mind Jenna would 
eventually come to know it as well. 


"What are you going to do with this?" Kay asked as she 
opened the box. "It'd be a shame to just get rid of it." 


"It doesn't matter," he answered flatly. "It was meant for 
Jenna, and Jenna alone. What kind of person would | be if | 
proposed to another woman with a recycled ring?" 


"| hadn't even considered that you might propose to 
someone else, let alone think about getting into another 
relationship right now. | always assumed Jenna was the one 
and only for you." 


"It was just an example. You don't need to get all technical 
with me." 


She placed the box back in front of him, but Garet just 
looked at it as if it were nothing more than a rock. 


The church bell rang in the distance, and both siblings 
turned their gazes toward the window to see the last bit of 
red sky fading into purple just over the horizon. 


"I should get going," Garet said, leaving the ring box where 
it was. "It's late, and honestly I'd rather not continue this 
conversation once your husband comes home." 


Kay nodded and walked him to the door. As he slid his boots 
over his feet, Garet felt his sister's hand lightly touch his 
back. 


"Take care of yourself, okay?" 


He looked up at her, a curious smirk tugging at the edges of 
his lips. "What's with the concern? | thought we were always 
more of the bickering sibling types." 


He expected her to hit him but instead she gave him the 
same expression he was sending her. "Consider this one of 
those rare moments. But seriously, don't go doing anything 
stupid. | know you were the one that ended things, but 
you're just as hurt as she is right now. Take some time to 
think things over by yourself." 


"Yeah, will do." 


"Do you even have a place to stay?" 


"| have a room at the inn booked for the night. After that, 
well, I'm commuting between here and Isaac's. Already 
bought a horse and everything." 


"Gods, | was wondering what idiot got tricked into finally 
buying that rancher's useless old thing..." 


Garet let out a chuckle and waved to her as he headed out 
the door and towards the inn. This was a much better note to 
end their conversation on than to suddenly pretend like they 
were caring siblings. 


The night air was still, and the city itself seemed to have 
turned in early for the night as Garet made his way along 
the oddly empty streets. He avoided the familiar paths to 
the inn and took every detour or side route he could 
remember, doing whatever he could to avoid a potential 
encounter with anyone he knew. If word really had travelled 
as quickly as Kay let on, he was not in the mood to discuss it 
right now. 


The inn was quiet as well, as expected on a weeknight but 
the usual evening buzz had diminished to only handful of 
people. He bypassed the dining area and went straight 
upstairs to his temporary room. He did not have much of an 
appetite, and forcing himself to eat right now would not do 
anything to clear his head. 


As he stepped into his room, Garet instinctively locked the 
door behind him and dropped the key on his bedside table 
before lying down. He did not bother changing into his 
evening attire, nor light the candles around the room. It 
would only alert people to his presence, and that was 
something he would prefer to avoid right now. 


Now that he was alone, though, he was not sure where to 
begin with his thoughts. Quite honestly, he had already 
spent the past week or so doing nothing but stewing over 
what had happened. Yes, he was upset and his heart ached 
constantly, but what was there left to think about? He did 
not even regret his decision, which left no reason to think 
about the 'what if' situations. 


He eyed a large bottle sitting on his desk. Perhaps a bit of 
liquid courage might loosen his tongue, even if only in his 
mind. What could he learn about his own thoughts right 
now, at a time when he had passed the sorrow and simply 
felt nothing? 


With little hesitation, Garet sat up and reached for the 
unopened bottle. He expended little effort in prying the cork 
from the opening and immediately began downing the 
alcohol, ignoring the burning sensation it left in his throat. 


The next thing he knew, a rapping sound on the door woke 
Garet. Darkness still enveloped the room, and the bottle he 
had been drinking out of had only a small amount of liquid 
left near the bottom. It was obvious he had passed out 
shortly after consuming the majority of it. 


The knocking continued, and he unsteadily managed to 
make his way over to the door. Keeping the chain lock in 
place, he unlocked the doorknob and peeked through the 
opening. 


"Who's'ere?" he slurred. 


"I-It's me... Roxanne..." 


Roxanne? She had never called herself that since the time 
they first met. Not that it mattered; what was she doing 
here, and in the middle of the night, no less? 


"Um, do you mind if we talk, Garet? I... There's something | 
need to tell you." 


Even in his highly intoxicated state, Garet knew he had no 
reason to open the door to her. If she wanted to speak, she 
could do it from right there. No one else was awake, so they 
wouldn't disturb anyone if they kept their voices down. 


Yet, against his better judgment, he slid the chain off the 
door and gestured for her to come in, lighting the candles 
with a wave of his hand so that they would not have to sit in 
the dark. 


She walked in cautiously, almost as if she were fearful of 
him. Seeming to notice the bottle beside his table, she 
turned to look at him as he shut the door and stumbled 
towards his bed. 


"Oh, | didn't realize you were... Maybe it'd be better if we did 
this another time." 


"You're the one who as'd to c'min." 


He couldn't care less if she left right now or decided to stay. 
She had already caused him enough trouble. What 
difference would it make now that he and Jenna were no 
longer together? 


Garet slumped down onto the side of his bed and drunkenly 
patted the spot beside him. Against his expectations, Roxy 
simply stared at the spot before opting to take a seat on the 
desk chair instead. 


"So whaddya want?" 


He watched as she struggled to find the right words. Her 
shadow flickered along the wall just as much as her mouth 
moved to find the right words to say. 


"I...came to apologize. I'm sorry, Garet, for everything. I'm 
SO, SO sorry." 


Roxy's voice trembled as she spoke with genuine remorse, 
and he almost felt sorry for her, though this was likely 
because he was not in a stable state of mind. 


"I-l really was planning on telling you that night," she 
stammered. "That was going to be it. | would tell you how | 
felt, you would reject me, and | would continue to watch 
from a distance. That's how it should have been. | would 
have gotten real closure and we could go back to being 
friends or whatever. 


"But...you caught me off guard. When you said all that stuff 
and said we shouldn't keep our distance...| couldn't hold 
back. | had to do more than just tell you how | felt. | had to 
show you. It was all | could do to watch as you ran after 
Jenna that night. 


"| planned on apologizing to you the day after and promising 
to keep my distance but...but you didn't show up. | couldn't 
even blame you for staying away. | thought you hated me. It 
didn't even surprise me when you didn't come for the next 
few days. Then I heard that you and Jenna had actually split 
up and | didn't know what to do. That's why...when I heard 
you were back in Kalay, | had to find you no matter what. | 
had to so that | could apologize." 


She was basically in tears, but reliving the experience 
through her words did little to put him at ease. He felt the 


slightest bit sobered, but more than anything, he was 
annoyed with her. It would have been better if she'd just 
stayed away, kept her distance to a working relationship and 
nothing else. That's how it should be now, and should have 
been from the very beginning. 


But that wasn't all. 


"How selfish can you be?" he asked, doing his best to keep 
from slurring his words. "That you think that this was all 
because of you?" 


She glanced up from her sobs and looked at him in 
confusion. 


"Do you think Jen and | broke up just because you had 
feelings for me? As if we hadn't already seen that before and 
suddenly that one incident ruined a ten-year relationship?" 


"It wasn't just that, though! | know you two got in arguments 
because of me-" 


"Who gives a crap about you?! That was just one other thing 
that was going on in our lives. Jen and I...we just weren't 
going to work out whether you were there or not. We fought 
about everything. Everything!" 


Garet angrily swiped the bottle off the ground and downed 
the rest of the alcohol in one gulp. 


"You think you're so important, but you're nothing, Roxy!" 


In his drunken stupor, Garet swung the bottle and hit 
himself in the head. Dropping the bottle, he cursed and 
collapsed onto the bed. He could hear Roxy rush over to him 
but he swatted her hands away as she checked to see that 
he was all right. 


"You don't know anything about us," he muttered, feeling his 
sorrowful emotions welling up from within. "You don't know 
what we went through. How we suffered and cried together. 
Hurt each other and did everything to heal the wounds. It's 
in our nature, we could never heal better than we could 
inflict pain." 


As the sorrow began to set in again, Garet looked up at Roxy 
with longing. His lifelong companion was gone, kept out of 
reach by his own hand. There was no denying this, and there 
was no going back on it. 


"What she and I had...it was an unhealthy kind of love. We 
were dependent on each other, but we were always too 
independent to allow that for ourselves." 


In one swift motion, Garet grabbed onto Roxy's hand and sat 
up so that their faces were mere inches from one another's. 


"This is me, Roxy. The real me. I'm nothing more than a 
broken man with a wasted life and a tragic past. So tell me, 
is this the person you fell in love with? The one you so 
desperately tried to attract even knowing | was already with 
another woman?" 


Roxy still seemed stunned by the suddenness of Garet's 
actions and the close proximity of their faces. Slowly, she 
nodded her head and wiped the last remaining tear marks 
from her cheeks. 


"Yes," she whispered. 


"And even now, drunken and confused and still seeing you 
as nothing more than | always have, you're still in love with 
this...this thing that I've become?" 


She did not hesitate for even a moment, nodding again and 
staring deeply into his eyes with those beautiful blue irises 
of hers. 


"Yes, | am." 


"Then prove it to me." 


Garet hardly spoke at all the next day. He had awoken 
dehydrated and a bit hung over, but completely unsurprised 
to find Roxy sleeping beside him. He felt nothing as he 
looked upon the blanket that shielded her exposed figure, 
nor did he think anything of the acts they had participated 
in last night. There were no feelings involved on his side. 
This could hardly be considered much different than any 
other morning without Jenna. 


He wordlessly put his clothes on and gathered the rest of his 
belongings into the small pack he'd brought. With 
everything packed away, Garet did not even bother to wake 
Roxy as he took the key and left the room. He made sure to 
inform the innkeeper that there was still a woman sleeping 
in his room, but he would be checking out now. 


Garet had no idea how late he had been up last night, but it 
seemed that it was still rather early in the morning. The 
clouds had rolled in overnight, and just as the streets had 
been empty yesterday evening, they remained devoid of life 
as he headed for the stables alone. 


Finding the old horse he had purchased, he led it towards 
the main road before hoisting himself up and heading off 
towards Goma Plateau. He had no goodbyes to say; after all, 
he would return soon enough. His life in Kalay was not over. 


Things would continue as they always would. He just didn't 
have anyone or anywhere to return to in this city at night. 


When he returned to the cabin, Isaac left him alone. Perhaps 
he sensed what Garet had done, or perhaps Garet was 
exuding some kind of aura that was keeping others away 
from him now. It mattered not, for he did not have any 
particular reason to interact with anyone more than usual. 
Isaac had his own issues to take care of right now, and Garet 
was there to act as his support, though he certainly did not 
feel as though he were supporting him any longer. 


Days went by, and days turned to weeks. At work, he and 
Roxy kept their distance. He felt nothing for her and she 
could not seem to look at him without getting flustered. 
What was she feeling? Was she angry over his lack of 
emotion or was she too embarrassed to speak to him after 
what had happened? He did not know, and quite honestly it 
did not matter to him. 


It wasn't until the day that Roxy began feeling sick that he 
began to take more notice of her. 


"What's wrong?" he asked plainly as she took a seat ona 
stool, hunched over as beads of sweat formed on her face. 
"Did you eat something bad?" 


She shook her head. It seemed she wanted to speak as little 
as possible. "Get a bucket." 


He thought she might be messing with him, but her whole 
body lurched suddenly, and he realized all too soon that she 
was seriously about to throw up. Ignoring the work he had 
been doing, Garet rushed to find something to contain her 
sickness within. 


Her father rushed her off to bed soon after she'd finished 
heaving, and bumbled back into the shop to take over at the 
counter. 


"I don't know what's gotten into that girl lately," he sighed. 
"Moody, lethargic, can hardly hold down food sometimes 
and other times she's eating enough for the whole city." 


"Huh, | hadn't really noticed," Garet responded offhandedly. 


"If | didn't know any better, I'd say she's pregnant! Course, 
she hasn't had a boyfriend in years, and I'd like to think my 
daughter's not the type to just go sleeping around." 


The old smith kept talking, but Garet couldn't hear anything 
he said. It didn't matter what he was saying after that first 
sentence. He could feel his hands start to tremble as the 
hammer fell out of his hand and clattered to the ground. 


She's pregnant? 
She's pregnant?! 


Before he knew what he was doing, Garet rushed upstairs to 
her room and stared fearfully at her face. She cast hima 
glance but she still seemed as though she might be sick at 
any moment. 


"Oi, Garet, what do you think you're doing?!" the smith 
yelled from the bottom of the stairs. 


What was he doing? Even he didn't know. But the moment 
he'd heard that one word he had to rush up here that 
instant. It couldn't be true. It was only one time. It hadn't 
even meant anything! He and Jenna had done it at least a 
dozen times with no consequences, so why? Why was this 
happening? 


No, there was no guarantee. Maybe it was the flu or some 
kind of illness that was messing with her stomach. 


"Garet!" 

"I'm taking her to the sanctum!" 
"What? Right now?!" 

"Damn it, old man! Yes, right now!" 


He didn't wait for Roxy's consent, nor did he wait for her 
father's approval. Without another word, Garet scooped her 
up in his arms, blanket and all, and carried her down the 
steps, past her father, and ran out the door as fast as his 
legs would carry them. He couldn't tell if his heart was 
pounding from the adrenaline or his anxiety, but his mind 
had gone from thinking of nothing to panicking about 
everything all at once. 


The next thing he realized, Garet was sitting in the sanctum 
while the Great Healer and one of the monks examined Roxy. 
How long would this take? He had to know now. He had to 
make sure that his fears were for nothing and that she really 
was just experiencing a normal illness. 


It was a long time before the Great Healer approached Garet, 
his bearded face stony as it always was. 


"For the time being, she needs to rest. | suggest that she 
take time off from her working schedule until she is feeling 
better." 


"So she's sick, then," Garet sighed, but his relief was short- 
lived as the elderly man shook his head. 


"No, not in the normal sense. What she is going through is 
some rather severe morning sickness. It's quite natural at 
this stage, so you have little to worry about. Simply make 
sure that she is eating and drinking normally each day and 
this will come to pass within the next few weeks or so." 


"M-Morning sickness. Why, exactly, would she be 
experiencing something like that?" 


"Why, because she is pregnant, of course. A woman's body 
experiences many changes and symptoms when it is 
harbouring another life within it, but these are all natural 
and temporary. Once the baby is born, everything will return 
to it's normal regulated state and she will be just fine." 


The Great Healer's mouth continued to move, but the words 
never reached Garet's ears. He became deaf, blocking out 
any external and internal sounds that might make 
themselves known. 


With hesitant steps, Garet brushed past the Great Healer 
and approached the woman lying on the cot. He knew her, 
he knew more than he ever wanted to about her, and yet in 
this moment she was like a stranger. Her chestnut hair lay 
disheveled atop the pillow, and her sensual eyes were now 
devoid of the enthusiasm she had always shown towards 
him. 


Her lips mouthed his name, but he still found that he could 
not hear anything. She reached a trembling hand up 
towards him, begging to be held. He unconsciously grasped 
it in his own, but his sense of touch felt numbed, like her 
hand was nothing more than air. 


What would his family say? What would his friends think of 
him? 


What about Jenna? 


Suddenly he felt sick, a dizzying sensation rushing to his 
head as he stumbled back against the altar. This couldn't be 
happening, this couldn't be real. Everything he'd been 
through, everything he'd done, it all amounted to this? 
This?! How could this happen? How could he have /et this 
happen? 


A few of the monks helped steady him, but it didn't matter 
anymore. No one could help him now. He was beyond 
reckoning. 


Hope had left him, truly and completely. 


"I... | don't really know what to say, Isaac." 


"Garet, I... I'll completely understand if you hate me. | don't 
deserve your kindness anymore. This isn't the kind of thing | 
would expect you to let me live down." 


It was a few weeks after Garet had had his life turned upside 
down by Roxy's pregnancy. There was nothing that could 
have a greater impact than the damage he'd done to himself 
and to her. That was why he had little to say to Isaac - not 
because he was surprised, but because he really had no 
words to express. 


Jenna was pregnant with Isaac's child. 


It had happened the night he left for his grandfather's 
birthday celebration, only a couple days before the fateful 
night with Roxy. It was almost laughable how operatically 


coincidental it all was. Was he the hero of some cheap 
melodrama? It would certainly explain a lot about his life. 


"I Suppose you're wondering why I'm not angry with you, 
then," said Garet. "But it would make me somewhat of a 
hypocrite if | were." 


He briefly recounted what had happened, treating it like a 
distant memory he was being forced to recall. It didn't 
matter whether everything he said was accurate or not. The 
end result was still the same regardless of what he told 
Isaac. 


"I've disgraced the honour of the rank that the Great Healer 
bestowed upon me," Garet muttered solemnly. "I can never 
return to face the people I've wronged." 


What was he even saying? The Great Healer? His rank? What 
did any of that matter anymore? What did any of it matter at 
all? They were just arbitrary titles given to him by an old 
man in their old lives. Those were things of the past, nothing 
more than distant memories. 


“| understand how you feel, Garet," said Isaac. "This is 
something that | can't really give you much help for since 
we're both in this same situation." 


Both men stayed silent for a few moments as the realization 
really started to sink in. They had both committed the same 
wrongdoing, and in doing so, hurt the people they were 
closest to. Nothing they did at this point could fix what had 
been done, and there was no turning back. They needed to 
take responsibility for their actions and carry on with their 
lives. 


"The only thing I can offer," Isaac continued, "is for you to 
stay here to help me fulfill my duty to Mia. This cabin was 


built for a family, so accommodating the two of us should be 
simple." 


Garet turned to Isaac, a weak smile crossing his lips as he 
finally dropped the dumb best friend act once and for all. 
“Thanks, man. | don't really know what else | would do at 
this point..." 


"We'll get through this, Garet. We'll get through this..." 


Garet stood outside the entrance to the sanctum's medical 
room, listening to the giddy voices from within. Sam had just 
given birth to a beautiful baby girl, Karis, and he was one of 
the few invited to come visit, alongside Hammet, Layana, 
Isaac, Patcher, and of course Jenna. 


After getting a chance to see the baby and giving the 
parents his congratulations, Garet found that the 
atmosphere was too awkward, which led to his current 
situation. It was one thing to know that Jenna was pregnant 
with Isaac's child, it was another thing altogether to see her 
in such a state. It was already bad enough that he was doing 
what he could to assist Roxy, but seeing Jenna in the exact 
same state was almost torturous. 


"Heh, you couldn't put your feelings aside for even just a 
few minutes, huh?" 


Ivan stepped out of the room and slumped down on a stool 
next to where Garet was standing. 


"Sorry," he said sheepishly. "I'm happy for you and Sam. 
Really, | am. But...to be honest, | don't think | could have 
kept my cool if | stayed in that room much longer." 


Ivan waved a hand dismissively as he slouched his elbows 
down onto his knees. "Relax, | get it, Garet. Truth be told, I'm 
too exhausted to think right now. Who knew labour could 
last so long? It feels like it's been days since | last stepped 
out of that room." 


"Just imagine how Sam feels, then." 
"Are you worried?" 
"Huh, worried? Where'd that come from all of a sudden?" 


"It's not ‘all of a sudden.' Come on, Garet, there's no way 
you aren't thinking about Roxy right now." 


"...1 mean, I'm more concerned about Jenna-" 
"Cut the crap, Garet." 


"Hell yeah, I'm worried. | can't even stop shaking these 
days. | soend so much time at her place nowadays, and even 
though I've been there for so many years, | feel like a 
stranger now. Her old man won't even look me in the eye. | 
told myself I'd take responsibility for what happened but... 
I'm not ready to be a parent, Ivan. I've already screwed up 
everything in my own life, so how am I supposed to teach a 
kid how to live theirs?" 


Ivan did not respond. Only the continued chatter from the 
room filled the silence between the two of them. It was 
natural that Ivan did not have an answer for such a 
question; after all, he was probably asking himself how he 
was going to raise a child too. 


"What did you do with the ring?" Ivan asked before the 
silence could continue for too long. 


"The ring? You mean Jenna's engagement ring?" Ivan 
nodded. "I don't know what that has to do with anything, 
but I left it with Kay a while back. I told her I didn't have a 
use for it anymore, so there was no point in holding onto it." 


"| see." 


Ivan stood and stretched his arms over her his head with a 
grunt. "Well, l'd better get back in there before they start to 
wonder what I'm doing. You coming?" 


Garet shook his head and patted Ivan on the shoulder. "I 
think it'd be better if | left. I'll make sure to come visit you 
guys when it's not so...crowded. And really, congrats. | can 
hardly believe you're still that same scrawny kid Isaac and | 
helped out all those years ago." 


With that, the two men went their separate ways, and Garet 
wasted no time in heading out the sanctum doors. 


"Wait, Garet!" 


He had only just descended the steps when that oh-so 
familiar voice called out from behind. He felt shivers running 
down his spine and every nerve in his body tingled as he 
anxiously turned around to see Jenna standing at the top of 
the steps. 


"U-Um," she stammered, carefully stepping down the stairs 
while holding her belly. "How... How are you?" 


He couldn't find the right place to look. His eyes were drawn 
to her impregnated figure, but staring would be 
inappropriate. Yet no matter how hard he tried, he could not 
make eye contact with her for more than a few seconds 
before his feelings forced him to look away. 


"You know... Same old, same old." 


"T-That's good. | was worried...since you're taking care of 
Roxy... thought you might not be keeping yourself in good 
shape." 


"Yeah, well... Uh...1 guess I'm getting by alright." 


The atmosphere was getting uncomfortable faster than he 
had anticipated, and if this exchange went on any longer, he 
might end up saying something he would regret. 


"Sorry, but...did you need something?" he asked in hopes of 
cutting their conversation short. "I was just on my way 
somewhere...not that | don't want to talk, but..." 


"O-Oh, no, l-l'm sorry, | didn't mean to keep you! | just... 
Well... This is probably the last time we'll see each other 
before we become parents. | don't know what's going to 
happen after that, but I'm sure we'll be too busy with our 
own lives... | just wanted to make use of this last 
opportunity." 


"Yeah... | guess that's true..." 


They locked eyes for a moment, but quickly looked away 
again. What could he say to her at this last opportunity? It 
could be years before they got a proper chance to speak 
again. Would they grow apart in that time? Become 
strangers? He didn't want that, but how could he put that 
into words? They were practically strangers right now. If only 
things hadn't happened the way they had. It was all the 
worst possible set of circumstances that led them to this 
point. 


"Jen," he started quietly, feeling her name roll off his tongue 
as naturally as always. "l-l... | don't really know what to say, 


but | guess... For everything that's happened, I'm sor-" 


"Don't say it." She pressed her index finger against his lips, 
and this time they managed to keep eye contact with each 
other. "There's nothing to apologize for anymore. We both 
made mistakes and now we're both taking responsibility for 
them. Saying that we're sorry isn't how we should end this 
stage in our lives. You know that, Garet." 


He felt a pang in his chest as she said his name. She still 
knew all the right things to get right to his core. As she 
lowered her hand from his lips, he found himself 
unconsciously brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. She 
didn't stop him, and his fingers tingled as they gently ran 
along the side of her cheek. 


"| guess," she started shakily, "this is goodbye, then." 
"Yeah, seems like it." 


"You should really keep on shaving. You look better without 
the moustache." 


"Heh, there's no one left to impress anymore. I'll keep it in 
mind for when we get a chance to see each other again." 


Finally, he managed to get one last smile to cross her lips 
before they took a step back from each other. 


"See you again, Jen." 
"YYeah, until next time, Garet..." 


And with that, they turned around and headed in opposite 
directions, never Knowing when their fated next time would 
be. 


There you have it, the last interaction between Garet and 
Jenna that will take place in the story. It was hard to write, 
especially since the two of them really didn't have many 
words left for each other at this point. | wanted to give a 
sense of closure to their relationship though. After 
everything they'd gone through, it only seemed right, and 
since | don't have plans for writing a sequel that follows the 
"present day" segments in this story, | needed to close off 
Garet and Jenna's relationship in a way that could leave it 
open for the future but marked a clear ending right now. 


Big thanks to Sayaka M, Omnisage, GS- 
lifelessonsinacartridge, and Josh Grinsteinne for 
reviewing! | know it's been a long time coming, so | 
appreciate that you guys left reviews, even more so after not 
receiving any for the seven chapters prior to twenty-six. 


Thanks for reading and please review! I'm going to try to get 
this story finished before next semester, so hopefully you'll 
see the end by the second week of January! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 28*: Rebirth 


Well, you waited over a year for chapter twenty-seven, so 
here's a super fast update for twenty-eight! 


And here we are, the last chapter before the epilogue. Even 
if you don't count the super long hiatus | took, this story 
took me way too long to complete, especially compared to 
WiH (though, to be fair, | was updating WiH basically a 
chapter every three to four days on average). Anyway, there 
are a few things left to be covered and I'm sure you're ready 
to see what's going to happen! 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Rebirth 


Garet stirred from his sleep, woken by the chill enveloping 
the room. Groggily looking around, he could see that he had 
fallen asleep on a stool at Roxy's bedside. Outside, 
snowflakes gently fluttered down from the sky, and chimney 
smoke could be seen coming out of nearly every roof in 
sight. 


Breathing onto his numb hands, Garet reached down to pick 
up the blanket that had fallen off his shoulders. Rather than 
draping it over himself, however, he glanced at the sleeping 
woman in front of him and laid it over her instead. 


These last few months had been harder than he ever could 
have imagined. Ivan had become too busy with Karis to help 
check on Isaac anymore, leaving Garet to make the trip 
between Kalay and the cabin every single day. The constant 


journeys and the care he was giving to Roxy had been 
taking their toll on him. 


And then Matthew was born. News reached him almost 
immediately after Jenna had given birth just a few weeks 
ago, and Garet was shocked to discover that she had left the 
child in Isaac's care despite his isolation from society. Garet 
no longer had to fear for Isaac's life, as he knew that his 
friend would never abandon his own child, and so he had 
felt safe spending these past few weeks in Kalay. However, 
his worries did not disappear. 


Roxy was due to give birth any time now, and with each 
passing day Garet grew more and more anxious. What would 
happen once their child was born? He could not possibly 
continue living at Isaac's cabin, but would he be accepted 
here? After all, he and Roxy had never spoken about 
marrying one another out of obligation, nor did either of 
them seem like they would agree if it were brought up. 


"How's she doing today?" the smith's voice entered with his 
footsteps. 


"Not sure, | just woke up." 


"Tch, of all the times for her to come down with some damn 
sickness." 


Garet hardly moved as Roxy's father knelt down beside her 
and felt her forehead with the back of his hand. It was more 
of a routine than an actual way to check her temperature, as 
the redness of her cheeks was a clear indication of how high 
her fever was. 


"Just like her," her father mumbled. "She goes her entire life 
without so much as a cold and now, the one time it really 


matters, she comes down with one of the worst cases I've 
ever seen." 


“Maybe her immune system wasn't ready for it. | mean, it'd 
make sense if she's never gotten sick before." 


"Let's just hope it passes before the baby starts coming. 
Nothing much we can do for her or the little guy until then." 


With that, the old smith bumbled back downstairs to the 
armoury. Once he was gone, Garet took Roxy's hand in his 
and held it gently. This slight warmth was all he had left in 
this world. No matter the circumstances of what had led 
them to this, he was going to hold on and never let go, 
doing everything in his power to protect his family. 


He had to, or else he would be utterly and entirely alone. 


"Have you thought of any names yet?" Kay asked, laying out 
some tea for the three of them. 


"Hmm, well, | have a few, but Garet hasn't even suggested a 
single one!" 


Roxy chuckled weakly as she shakily reached for her cup. 
Garet had never thought that such a lively girl could have a 
constitution like this, and he was terrified for it. He wanted 
to play off her current weakness as a result of her body's 
changes and its lack of exposure to disease, not to mention 
that she had been bedridden for nearly a month now, but 
somehow he knew deep within himself that it was a much 
simpler explanation. 


"Haha, leave it to him to wait until the last minute," Kay 
laughed, elbowing Garet in the side. "I bet the only name 
he's even considered is Garet Junior." 


"What? No way! I've thought about other names too!" 
“But you have thought about it." 
"Well...yeah..." 


Kay was clearly here to try to brighten the mood, and Garet 
was doing his best to keep up with her, but it took all his 
willpower just to make silly little conversations like this. 
Thankfully for him, Roxy still enjoyed doing the talking 
herself, even if she seemed too weak to do it at times. 


"I know | shouldn't, but I've kind of already gotten attached 
to a name," she said. 


"Oh? Do tell. It can't be worse than Garet Junior." 


“"Heehee, definitely. I'm not sure why, but one morning | 
woke up and decided | wanted to name it Tyrell." 


"Tyrell?" both siblings asked in unison. 


"Yeah, | don't remember where | first heard the name, but 
when it came back to me, | knew it would be right." 


Garet made a face. Weren't women usually a bit more 
particular about the reasons behind naming their children? 
It wasn't something they could change easily later on. 


"What if it's a girl, though?" 


“Then maybe Tara. Or Rose." 


"Rose came out of nowhere there... But, assuming it is a boy, 
wouldn't a name like Terry be safer? | mean, how do you 
even spell Tyrell?" 


Kay smacked him on the back of the head. "Geez, she told 
you the name she wants to go with and you're worried 
because you don't know how to spell it?" 


"I'm just saying, Terry would probably make more sense in 
other languages, and it's easier for kids to say." 


"If you don't like the name, can't you at least say so?" 


"| don't dislike it or anything! I'm just...trying to keep as 
many options open as possible. | thought people usually 
liked to have meanings for names." 


Roxy didn't seem to mind his antics as she casually took a 
sip from her cup. "I'm pretty set on Tyrell, Garet. If we have a 
second kid, I'll let you name that one, okay?" 


She gave him a wink, and it reminded him of the old days 
when her playful flirtatiousness had meant nothing, at least 
not to him. Back when times were simpler and he only had 
to travel to Kalay on business trips once a month. He missed 
those days, but that past was long behind him, and he could 
only focus on the future now. 


But would the future hold out for a second child? Garet still 
wasn't entirely sure what his and Roxy's relationship was 
right now. In one aspect, they were together, but not by 
choice, and while he felt obligated to stay with her now that 
they would be having a child together he did not know if 
they were meant to do once it was born. 


The three of them chatted for a while longer, and when Roxy 
started to grow tired again Kay took her leave. Garet walked 


her to the entrance as Roxy lay back down to rest. 


"She was pushing herself pretty hard," Kay spoke quietly. 
Garet nodded in response. "Have you taken her to the 
sanctum? Or gotten any remedies from them?" 


"We did, but what scares me is that it seems a lot like the 
outbreaks that happen in Imil and Bilibin. Maybe some 
travelling merchant passed it onto her or something, but 
none of the local remedies or healing has worked. Even if we 
ordered in some Hermes' Water, it would take months to get 
here." 


“Doesn't her family have merchant connections that could 
get some here faster?" 


"If they could get it here quickly in these weather 
conditions, we already would have gotten it. There's nothing 
we can do, so I've just been trying to monitor her 
temperature as best | can." 


"Garet..." 


"Why does this always happen to me? Whenever there's 
something I need to protect, someone that needs my help, 
why can I never find the means to do it properly? | screwed 
up when Jenna was kidnapped, | screwed up countless times 
on the Golden Sun journey, and nothing has gone right ever 
since then. Is this my fate? Am I| doomed to live a life of loss 
and regret?" 


"Garet, listen to me. You're just afraid right now because 
she's not as healthy as she could be, but everything's going 
to be okay. You're here for her and her family is here for her. 
It'll be alright, you'll see." 


"How can you say that to me after everything that's 
happened though? Can't you see that this is just another 
failure waiting to happen? Of course I'm afraid right now; if | 
lose her, | lose everything. You can go ahead and say that I'll 
still have you and our family and my friends, but | have 
nothing to return to. | can't risk hurting anyone any more 
than | already have." 


They stared each other down in silence, unsure of what the 
other might say or do. Garet knew there were holes in his 
argument, but all the same, he knew he could not return to a 
life with any of them if things turned south. 


"Are you really prepared," she began, "to leave everything 
behind if things do turn out as badly as you think they will?" 


"What do I have to lose? The only thing left in this city will 
be painful memories. I'll set off on my own without any set 
destination in mind." 


"Ugh, that's just like you to leave without thinking things 
through." 


"Say whatever you want. I'm just as resolved to do it as Roxy 
is to name this kid Tyrell." 


Kay gave him one final, scrutinizing glance before turning to 
step out the doorway. 


"Let's just hope that Tyrell wins out over you, then." 


Garet could hardly process what was happening as he 
generated a field of heat to keep the snow off himself and 
Roxy's family. One moment, he was just allowing himself to 


doze off at her bedside, the next she was crying out in pain. 
He remembered the sound of footsteps pattering frantically 
around him, and Roxy's father had been shouting at him to 
clear the snow to the sanctum. 


Over the last week since Kay had come to visit, Roxy's 
health had only further deteriorated, showing no signs of 
letting up as she became weaker with each day. Everyone in 
the household was aware, but no one wanted to bring it up. 
They all wanted to believe that she would make some 
miraculous recovery in time, but fate had other plans, and it 
seemed that it was finally putting the last few parts in 
motion. 


They burst through the sanctum doors and alerted the priest 
at the altar to what was happening. He quickly went to fetch 
the Great Healer from his bedchambers as they rushed Roxy 
into the sick room. Garet's stomach turned as they laid her 
on the first bed in sight, the same bed Aaron had lain on as 
he fought for his life as well. 


"Please, sir, madam, we will need you to leave the room for 
the time being," the priests said as they ushered her parents 
out of the room. "Not you, Garet. We need you to keep this 
Space warm until the birth is complete." 


They did not have time to argue or complain, and soon Garet 
found himself kneeling next to Roxy as she screamed and 
crushed his hand with a strength she had not shown in 
almost a year. He used every ounce of his concentration to 
keep the temperature in the room at a constant, comfortable 
level. 


For hours on end, Roxy's labour continued, seemingly 
without an end in sight. Priests would run off to fetch psy 
crystals for Garet, and they had to rotate positions as they 


kept Roxy's physical conditions stable. Garet tried to speak 
words of encouragement to her, running her through the 
breathing and how well she was doing, but he felt more like 
he was encouraging himself, bracing for what looked to be 
inevitable. 


The snow continued to fly down in flurries as light broke 
through the windows. Garet could feel every part of his body 
giving out from fatigue, but he forced himself to keep going. 
He had to protect her even if he put his own life in danger 
for it. Roxy and the child were his last hope, his only 
remaining salvation in this world. 


Flashes of Aaron's face began to appear as Garet watched 
Roxy cry out in pain. He would not let that happen again, it 
could not happen again. If he could transfer some of his life 
into her right now, he would do it, but he had not the skill 
nor the strength left to do it even if he could. 


And then everything seemed to stop. 
Crying. A child's crying. 


Garet slowly brought his gaze from Roxy as he looked down 
to see the Great Healer holding a tiny person in his hands. 
The baby's umbilical cord was still uncut, but right before 
Garet's very own eyes was life - a life he had helped to 
create and bring into this world. A part of himself that was 
not himself, and it was alive. He was alive. 


Roxy's grip loosened in his, and he quickly turned back to 
her exhausted face, trying to hold back tears as he 
processed what was happening. 


"Roxy, he's here!" he choked out. "Our baby. Our son! Our 
little Tyrell, he's here." 


The hot streams of tears began to roll down his cheeks as he 
clutched onto her hand tighter. She looked at him through 
tired eyes and smiled weakly, looking paler than she ever 
had. 


"I'm glad..." she panted. "He's here. We...we did it..." 


In that instant, Garet could not understand what he was 
feeling. He was so overcome with joy, and yet he could feel 
an icy claw squeezing his chest as he watched Roxy's chest 
rise and fall in uneven intervals, struggling just to get air. 
His tears of joy were quickly morphing into tears of fear as 
he leaned closer towards her. 


"Don't...don't fall asleep yet, Roxy. We'll have plenty of time 
for that at home. It's been a long night, but just hold on. The 
healers will have you all fixed up in just a little bit and 
everything will be all right." 


"S-Silly," she said, tears starting to form in her own eyes. "I 
won't fall asleep now. | just...n-need to calm down. I-I'm too 
worked up, is all." 


She could hardly get the words to come out, and Garet was 
now fully panicking. He could hear the priests shouting to 
each other as they raced around to heal and find remedies 
for her. The sound of a door bursting open and more 
footsteps meant that her parents had entered the room, but 
Garet could not focus on any of that. All he could focus on 
was the woman in front of him, her teary blue eyes slowly 
becoming devoid of life. 


"No, NO! | won't let this happen again! Roxy, stay with me! 
You haven't even seen him yet, held him in your arms!" 


Garet practically wrenched the baby from the Great Healer 
after the ceremonial incantations were complete. Propping 


one arm behind Roxy to sit her up, he held the baby in his 
other arm so they could face one another. 


"Look, Roxy, it's our baby. It's Tyrell. YYou named him 
yourself! He has that name you fell in love with." 


She smiled weakly again as a tear rolled down her cheek. 
Garet could do nothing but watch as she raised a pale, 
shaky hand to touch the wailing baby's face. 


"My little...Tyrell. It's really you... That red hair... Haha, he 
looks...just like his father..." 


Her hand seemed to fall against her will, but she still 
continued to smile as more tears rolled down her cheeks. 
Garet wanted to cry out at her, but the words got caught in 
his throat, allowing only a quiet wail to escape past his lips. 


"Tyrell... Garet..." she spoke very softly. "I love both of you 
very, very much. Don't ever forget that. And...don't ever 
forget that I'm going t-to stay with you...forever. R-Right by 
your sides. So...So...just...wake me up...when we're home, 
okay?" 


"R-Roxy-" 
"Promise?" 


He was powerless to the hand of fate. No matter what he did, 
he was going to lose everything. She wanted him to make an 
empty promise, and he could not refuse, even though they 
both knew what was going to happen. 


And so, with the last of his resolve, Garet hugged her and 
Tyrell close as he wept into her shoulder. 


"Y-Yeah, | promise." 


"Good... See you...in the morning..." 


pee ny pee y pee ny pee ny pee 


Alone. 


After everything he had done, everything he had worked so 
hard for, it had amounted to nothing. The world had turned 
its back on him. 


Garet was a lone black speck on the vast expanse of snow. 
He stood before a headstone in the corner of the local 
cemetery. Even though she had just been buried earlier that 
day, the snow had already covered the dirt, leaving no trace 
of her behind except for the headstone engraved with her 
name. 


At his feet, a basket wrapped in a bubble of psynergetic 
warmth sat calmly and quietly. The child sleeping within it 
knew nothing of what had happened, nor could it 
understand anything at all right now. He would never know 
how his mother had given her life giving birth to him, how 
her life had been a sacrifice she should not have had to 
make. It was not her mistake for loving Garet, it was his 
mistake that had led to her death. 


"You're still here?" 


It was Isaac. Garet did not have to look. He could not keep 
his eyes off the headstone regardless. 


"Garet, | kKnow-" 


"No, you don't, Isaac." It was a simple statement, and he 
made sure it came across as plainly as possible. "You don't 
understand what I'm going through. All this time, I've tried 


to be the supporter, the one that had everyone's backs no 
matter what. But | never had anyone's back. Time after time 
| failed to do anything right, and yet people kept depending 
on me. | continued to fail at helping and they kept letting 
me believe that | could do something to change all of that. 


"| don't want anyone's sympathies. I've lost so much, too 
much. Too much that can never be brought back. | know 
you've had your share of hardships too, but it's not the 
same. Everything that happened could have been prevented 
if | had just been a little smarter, a little faster. | guess that's 
just not the kind of person | am." 


Slowly, he bent down to pick up the basket and started to 
walk past Isaac. 


"And do you know what the worst part is?" he asked, 
stopping when his and Isaac's backs were to each other. 
"Her parents weren't even mad at me. They never once told 
me they hated me, or wished | had never become a part of 
their lives. You Know what her old man said to me after we'd 
brought her body back to their home? 


"Go, Garet. Please just leave. We won't take Tyrell from you, 
but...it'd be too hard on all of us if you stayed here.’ 


"That was it. No yelling, no tears, nothing. Their daughter 
died because of me, and the only thing that happened was 
that | lost my job." 


Isaac sighed, and Garet could hear the snow crunching 
under Isaac's feet as he turned around. "So, where will you 
go, then? Will you really abandon everything and run away 
with Tyrell?" 


"You're one to talk. Besides, I'm an adult, | can make it in the 
world." 


"With a child?" 
"I'll manage." 
"Don't be stupid, Garet." 


",..50 after all this time, you've finally sobered up from your 
own issues?" 


"For right now, at least. Look, | won't force you, but I'm going 
to reach out to you with one final offer: you and Tyrell can 
still live at the cabin with Matthew and me. You can take the 
offer or leave it, but | won't wait up on you." 


"Ich, and what about Jenna? Matthew's her kid too." 


"| told her she wouldn't have to make the trek up the 
mountain. I'm making trips to Kalay frequently enough so 
that he can at least know who his mother is." 


Isaac passed Garet and stepped out of the cemetery. 


"Think about my offer. If you won't accept, then at least say 
goodbye before you leave." 


Alone again, Garet turned back to look at the headstone 
once more. Tyrell began to stir from his sleep, making noises 
as he squirmed around in the basket. 


"What should | do? Aaron, Roxy..." 


Looking down at the squirming child, Garet noticed for the 
first time the colour of Tyrell's eyes. Beady and sparkling, 
they stared back up at him, their captivating blue colour 
drawing him in. This really was their child - little Tyrell, with 
hair like fire and eyes like the clearest sapphires. 


"| don't know what life has in store for us, little guy. With my 
luck, you'll probably be in for nothing but suffering. But one 
thing's for certain: I'll give my life before | let anything 
happen to you first. That's a promise." 


With a snap of his fingers, Garet lit a small flame atop his 
index finger. Holding it near enough for the baby to see. 


"Blue fire, huh? Just like her eyes, and now just like yours." 


The blue flame flickered twice before going out. Tyrell did 
not react, but somehow Garet felt as though the simple 
action had created a bond with the child, borne of the 
promise he would give his life to withhold. 


"Well, let's go. Our new life begins now." 


Pretty short chapter, but not much that could've been 
stretched out or expanded on. I| suppose | could have led 
into Roxy's illness a bit more, but her death should have 
been foreshadowed long before this chapter, so | didn't feel 
the need to show her illness in any of the earlier chapters 
(especially considering she was supposed to always be lively 
and energetic). And if you were expecting something similar 
to how Jenna asked Isaac to raise Matthew, then sorry to 
disappoint but there needed to be a reason Garet could no 
longer stay in Kalay as well, and the reason had to be big 
enough that he felt he needed to exile himself. | suspect no 
one reading this got so attached to Roxy that her death 
made them sad (as far as her death goes, and not including 
Garet's reactions and whatnot to it), but | hope that the 
emotion got across. She was a fun and interesting character 
to write, and I've known since | wrote WiH three years ago 
that | would be killing her off when | wrote this parallel story. 
The setup, at least from my perspective, was all there, it's 


just that it's mostly in subtext through the constant 
reminder that Tyrell has never met his mother and that Roxy, 
an important character in the story, is never really 
mentioned in the present day segments. 


Anyway, that's probably more of an in-depth look than you 
needed, so I'll be ending this off here and | hope you're all 
looking forward to the epilogue! | know this didn't end in the 
touching fashion that WiH did, but let's be real, the tone of 
this story was always much darker than WiH's. 


Thanks to Sayaka M for reviewing, and | forgot to thank 
AAA for reviewing the previous chapter as well, so thanks to 
you! 


Thanks for reading and please review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


*Chapter 29*: Epilogue: Tyrell, the 
Blue Flame 


And here we are, the end of the story. It feels a little funny 
coming back after all this time just to finish this but it was 
bothering me that | only had a few chapters left to write. 
While it didn't get as popular as WiH (not that | expected it 
to, seeing as GS is a dying fandom and this isn't even one of 
the more popular pairings), I'm still glad that people stuck 
around with it through to the end. Anyway, I'll get to more of 
my thoughts at the end and let you guys get on with the 
epilogue! 


Disclaimer: Refer to chapter one 


Epilogue: Tyrell, the Blue Flame 


The sky was painted in a myriad of reds as the sun set over 
the Goma Mountain Range. The streets of Kalay quieted as 
people returned home from their jobs, finding comfort in 
their homes and families. 


Tyrell alone walked away from his place of refuge, clutching 
his father's autobiography in his arms as he made his way 
toward the cemetery. His steps faltered more than once, and 
he stumbled into the unlit torch posts multiple times. Every 
so often, someone would ask if he was all right, but he 
simply ignored them, too wrapped up in his own thoughts to 
pay them any heed. 


The gate creaked open, and Tyrell carefully looked over the 
names on each gravestone as he searched for one he had 
probably passed over the last time he was here. Back then, 


the name had meant nothing to him when he was coming to 
visit the family grave. 


It did not take long to find, situated in the corner. Her name, 
Roxanne, was engraved in large letters, and it looked as 
though someone had been to visit somewhat recently. The 
flowers on her grave still held their colour, and the weeds 
had only just started to grow back over the headstone. 


"Why didn't you tell me?" Tyrell gripped the book harder and 
grit his teeth. "I could have handled it. | could have lived 
with the knowledge. Why did you keep it a secret for all 
these years?" 


All Garet would have had to say was that she passed away 
giving birth to him. It was as simple as that. He wouldn't 
have had to delve into the details or anything. It would be as 
simple as telling his son that she was in bad health at the 
time and her body wasn't strong enough to handle the 
process. 


"You couldn't even tell me to my face, or even tell me 
anything about her. All my life, she's just been some elusive 
woman that never existed, and you left me with a book so | 
could find out who she is? A book?! What the hell?!" 


"He was afraid." 


Tyrell whirled around to see Ivan standing on the other side 
of the fence. It was hardly surprising that he had followed 
him here. 


"Afraid of what? I'm their son. The/rson! | had a right to 
know!" 


"You did, and for that | can only apologize in your father's 
stead. But you have to understand, Tyrell, Garet wanted to 


tell you - it just got harder to as he kept delaying it." 
"And I'm supposed to feel bad about that?" 


"No, you have every right to be angry, but he wanted to wait 
until a time that he knew you were strong enough to 
understand. If you had learned of it before your journey, you 
would bear the burden of knowing not only your parents’ 
fates, but Matthew's as well. You're more mature than when 
you first set out, so tell me: how would the old you have 
handled that news?" 


He wanted to argue, but Tyrell knew deep down that his old, 
reckless self might not have handled it well. Back then, the 
possibility that he would expose everything was not 
unlikely, and he would end up hurting not only himself, but 
his friends and family as well. 


"It's not like he needed to mention all the stuff about Jenna," 
he mumbled back feebly. "Just telling me about Roxy would 
have been enough." 


"True, but | think he wanted you to have all the context. If 
you had asked questions about her, it inevitably would have 
delved into his past with Jenna. He would not have been 
able to avoid any of it." 


It was a hard truth to bear, but Tyrell could understand why 
Garet waited until he could tell him everything. 


But it still hurt. 


It hurt to know that his father had gone through so much 
and never let it show in front of others. It hurt to know that 


his father's happiness was always so fleeting, no matter 
when it occurred. 


And most of all, it hurt to know that he was a mistake that 
came as a result of his father's misery. 


Nothing in Garet's life had ever gone right in the end, and 
he was no exception to that. Tyrell was simply a result of 
pain and anguish. His father had watched over him because 
it was a responsibility, not because he wanted to. Perhaps he 
had grown to love him as a result of that responsibility, but it 
did not change anything in the beginning. He began as a 
burden, and growing up he had done nothing but cause 
trouble for his father. He didn't deserve him. 


"Tyrell, come with me," Ivan said suddenly. "There's 
somewhere | think it'd be worthwhile to take you." 


An unnatural gust of wind practically forced Tyrell out of the 
cemetery, pushing him along until he was trailing behind 
Ivan. 


The two of them walked down the quiet streets in silence. 
Was Ivan picking up on his thoughts? Ivan generally did not 
go outside because of all the thoughts that flowed into him, 
but without many people around it would be easy to hear 
what Tyrell was thinking. 


Before long, they arrived at a shop in the middle of the 
market district. The building was large, and the sounds of 
clashing metal and steam rang out from the other side. Ivan 
rang the small bell, and an elderly man came out shortly 
after. He was oddly muscular for such an old man, but it 
seemed he hadn't put his bulk to much use in recent years, 
especially given the sturdy cane he was leaning heavily 
upon. 


"Ah, Master Ivan," he said hoarsely. "It's been quite some 
time since | last saw you here. What can | do for ya?" 


"Nothing today, sir. I'm actually here because this man had 
some business with you." 


Ivan pulled Tyrell up to the counter so that he and the 
shopkeeper were able to look at each other directly. 


"O-Oh," the elderly man stammered, darting his eyes around 
before pulling the shop's door closed behind him. "And what 
business w-would a youngster have with an old c-coot like 
me?" 


"Uh..." Tyrell looked at Ivan, not entirely sure what was going 
on, but the older adept did not indicate anything for him. 
"Well, Ivan brought me here, but | don't know what's going 
on." 


The old shopkeeper wiped some sweat from his brow and 
Shakily took a seat on a stool. He could not hide his 
discomfort to save his life, and it was starting to make Tyrell 
feel equally uncomfortable. 


"Maybe we should come back some other time. You seem 
tired, and I'm not sure why we're here." 


"No," the man said quietly. "No, I'm not tired. It's just...a bit 
of a shock for this old man's heart is all. After all, it's been 
almost seventeen years since | last saw my daughter's eyes 
in the flesh." 


"Your daughter's eyes...?" 


The old man looked somewhere under the countertop and 
pulled out a photograph to show Tyrell. Still confused, he 
took the picture to see a girl a few years older than him 


standing with her parents. It was hard to see the 
resemblance between the man in the picture and the old 
man in front of him, but he could only assume that they 
were the same person. 


"You're still confused," Ivan sighed, prompting a nod from 
Tyrell. 


"Hmph, just means his father understood what | meant all 
those years ago," the old man said gruffly. "I didn't think 
that it'd come back full circle in the last few years of my 
life." 


“Can someone please tell me what's going on?!" 


"Tyrell," Ivan said slowly, "this...may be a bit of a shock, but 
this man...he's-" 


"Your grandfather," the man finished Ivan's sentence. 
"My grandfather? B-But I've met my grandfather!" 


"Use your head, Tyrell, you've met Garet's parents! This is 
Roxy's father." 


"And it's a darn good thing I'm the only one on this side of 
the family left. Doubt my wife would've handled this so well 
if she were still alive." 


Tyrell leaned his weight onto the counter, his eyes fixated on 
the photo. For his entire life, he'd only ever known his family 
as the ones Garet had visited in the past occasionally. He'd 
met Kay and his grandparents multiple times, but he'd never 
even considered that the other side of his family might be 
somewhere out there, let alone somewhere so close to where 
the rest of them were! 


"I-| don't understand though," he stammered. "How'd you 
know it was me?" 


"Heh, | told you, I'd never forget my daughter's eyes, and I'd 
have to be a damn fool to not notice how much you look like 
Garet." 


"It's probably best if we saved the questions for another 
time," Ivan interjected. "We did drop in unannounced, and 
I'm sure you need to collect your thoughts, Tyrell." 


Ivan took Tyrell by the shoulders and said goodbye to the old 
smith. Tyrell was too flustered to focus while he walked - 
there was simply too much to take in. He'd just discovered 
his own identity, and now he was realizing another side to 
his family that had never existed up until this point, at least 
as far as he was aware. There were so many questions he 
wanted to ask, so many things he needed to know, and more 
than anyone else he wanted his father to be the one to 
answer all of it. 


The sound of a wooden gate creaking open brought Tyrell 
back to his senses, and it was only then that he realized 
they hadn't gone back to the manor. 


"Ivan?" he said confusedly. "What are we doing here?" 


"| figured there might be one more piece to this puzzle that 
you'd want to see before settling in for the night." 


As they approached the door to the house, Tyrell thought 
that Ivan's words might become clearer, but he really was 
unsure of what Ivan was talking about. The next thing he 
knew, Ivan was knocking on the door, and soon after a 
familiar face greeted them. 


"Oh, if it isn't lvan and Tyrell." 
"Hey there," Ivan chuckled. 
"Um, hi, Aunt Kay." 


Kay smiled and held the door open to them. "Sorry about the 
mess. My husband's off on a business trip and the kids have 
been rowdy all day." 


"No worries, we've all been there," Ivan dismissed her 
apology. "We won't be long. | just thought it'd be proper for 
Tyrell to come visit his family." 


"Ah, | suppose so. Thanks again for taking him in, Ivan. This 
house is already overcrowded with four people." She turned 
to Tyrell and smiled. "But it's still good that you came to 
visit. It's just like Garet not to figure something out for you 
before he left." 


“Ahaha, well, you know how Dad is," Tyrell chuckled 
awkwardly. An uncomfortable silence began, so he cleared 
his throat and looked towards Ivan rather conspicuously. 


"Oh, right, well, the visit wasn't the only reason to stop by," 
Ivan added. "Actually...Tyrell just finished reading Garet's 
book, you see." 


Kay tilted her head to the side. "Garet wrote a book? That 
doesn't sound like something he would do." 


Tyrell handed her the autobiography, which made her go 
wide-eyed at the sheer size of the material. Not only was 
writing a book not something she would have expected from 
her brother, but for it to be such a substantial work as well 
was unfathomable. 


Her surprise faded as she gave in to her curiosity and flipped 
through some of the pages, eventually stopping near the 
end. 


"| see," she spoke quietly. "I guess he needed a way to talk 
about it even if no one was there to listen." 


Just the way she spoke caused a dropping feeling in Tyrell's 
chest. He didn't doubt Ivan or Jenna's words when they had 
talked about Garet's past, but to hear those words right from 
his aunt Kay was somehow more than enough to confirm the 
pain his father had gone through. 


"It may be an odd question," said Ivan, "but you wouldn't 
happen to have kept his old ring, would you?" 


"The ring? You mean the one he planned on proposing to 
Jenna with?" Ivan nodded. "I should have it stored away 
somewhere... Give me a minute." 


She bustled off into another room, and they could hear her 
voice echo through the house as she told the children to 
clean up their mess. 


"That's why you brought me here?" Tyrell demanded of Ivan. 
"The ring?" 


“More or less." 
"But why? It doesn't mean much of anything to me." 


"Maybe so, but you deserve to hold onto it more than your 
aunt does. What you choose to do with it is up to you, but | 
think that as an important part of your father's history it 
deserves to be held onto by the person the book was meant 
for. Wouldn't you agree?" 


He didn't get a chance to respond as Kay quickly came back 
in. She dusted off her apron before holding out the small 
blue box for Tyrell to take. 


“Honestly, | wasn't sure what to do with it all this time," she 
said. "I wondered if it would be appropriate to show Jenna or 
if | should find a way to give it back to Garet. In the end, it 
just ended up collecting dust in some old storage cabinet." 


Tyrell popped open the lid to look upon the diamond ring, 
the jewel and the gold sparkling magnificently in the 
modest lighting. It was such a small thing, yet it was 
symbolic of his father's love and all the things that went 
with it. Garet's pain, his suffering, his joys and successes, all 
of it was contained in such a small piece of jewelry. 


“Thanks, Kay," Ivan said as he shut the box for Tyrell. "Sorry 
to drop in unannounced. Next time we'll plan something out 
a little better." 


"Don't worry about it. It's good to see both of you. Give your 
dad a good whack on the head for me the next time you see 
him, okay, Tyrell?" 


"O-Oh, yeah, sure." 


And with that, they were on their way out. This time, Ivan 
led them down the path that would take them back to the 
manor, and Tyrell found that having the ring only confused 
him more. 


"I'm sorry that Garet isn't here to talk to you," Ivan said once 
Tyrell was comfortably seated back at the estate. "I took the 
liberty of introducing you to Roxy's father because | thought 
it would give you a bit more insight into your family, or at 
the very least provide you with someone to direct your 
questions to." 


"What about Aunt Kay and the ring?" 


"| told you, it never belonged with her, and the next best 
place it should be is with you, if not Garet." 


"| just... don't know what to do anymore. What was the 
message in all of this? You said he wanted to teach me 
something by reading about his life, but there's nothing I've 
gained other than a knowledge of my family." 


Ivan smiled and took the book from Tyrell's hands. Sliding 
his spectacles on, Ivan turned to where the marker had been 
placed just before the last few pages. 


"Family is an important aspect of the story," he chuckled. 
"This final section of the book shows how much effort he put 
into raising you. Even when he thought all the good in his 
life had come to an end, he kept pushing to make sure you 
could live a better life than he had." 


"But if family was so important, then why did he keep mine 
from me?" 


"He wanted you to be surrounded by people who cared 
about you, because that's what it means to be a family. It 
might be rude to Say it, but I'm sure Roxy's parents resented 
both you and Garet for a while. That wasn't how he wanted 
you to understand 'family.' Now that you're older and 
stronger, you're ready to know the full extent of your family. 
That's one of the things he wanted to teach you." 


"One of them... Then what are the others?" 


“Push forward, even when things seem hopeless. You might 
not feel like people have your back when you're supposed to 
be the supporter, but if you persevere, there will be 
someone to catch you if you fall." Removing his spectacles, 


Ivan shut the book and handed it back to Tyrell. "Think 
about everything you know about your father now and use it 
to make yourself stronger. That's what's most important." 


Soon Tyrell found himself alone as Ivan headed off. His mind 
was still swimming with questions and confused emotions, 
but now he had a clearer picture of what he was meant to 
take from it all. This book was a mark of both his and his 
father's maturation, a way to show how they had both come 
a long way and were ready to face the future, whatever it 
may throw at them. 


Tyrell flipped through the final pages, pulling out the loose 
daily journal entries and photographs Garet had stored in its 
pages. He no longer felt guilty about his life, and found 
himself chuckling through teary eyes as he read about his 
father's progress over the past seventeen years. 


"Tyrell?" 


He looked up to see Karis come in wearing her loungewear, 
her hair down and slightly damp. Noticing the tears forming 
in the corners of his eyes, she rushed over to him in an 
instant. 


"Oh gods, what's wrong?! Did something happen? Was it in 
your dad's book?" 


Tyrell shook his head and chuckled a bit more. 


"No, no, it's nothing like that. | just... | think I finally 
understand him. He's been through so much more than | 
could ever imagine, and he taught me what it means to work 
hard for the ones you care about." 


She seemed confused by his answer, and he could do 
nothing but laugh as he pulled her into a sudden embrace. 


"Karis... You, Matthew, Rief, Sveta, everybody! You're all my 
family and...and | promise that no matter what, I'll always be 
there for you guys. | don't know what crazy adventures we 
have in store, but I'm going to make sure that | always 
protect you." 


With a flustered arm flailing, she pushed off of him and fell 
backwards onto the ground, face burning bright red as she 
tried to understand why he was acting this way. 


"O-Okay. G-Great, fantastic." She took a moment to calm 
herself before continuing. "Um, | actually came to find you 
because | was going to ask...what you were planning to do 
from now on." 


“Hmm? What do you mean?" 


"Well, our journey's over, and you seem like a whole 
different person after reading that book. I-I'm not telling you 
to leave or anything, but it just kind of seemed like you were 
ready to start something new, | guess." 


Start something new? He hadn't thought of it that way, but 
perhaps it was time to start a new chapter in his life. He'd 
grown and matured over this short stay at Karis's family 
estate, and now he had everything he needed to continue 
moving forward with his life. 


"| don't really know," he said honestly. "I...l'm probably 
going to spend a few days asking my grandpa some 
questions. But after that...who knows?" 


With a snap of his fingers, Tyrell created a small blue flame 
on the end of his index finger. It's light gave off a dim glow 
as it flickered gently. 


"It's the same colour as your eyes," Karis cooed. 


"Yeah, the same as my mother's too." 


Tyrell shut his eyes and leaned back in the seat, keeping the 
flame going on the tip of his finger. 


"Tyrell, if...if you need someone to come with you while 
you're asking about your family, | can come and be your 
support." 


He opened his eyes again to look at her. "Really? You'd do 
that for me?" 


"Y-Yeah, of course. It might be a lot for you to take in. And 
I'm your friend, it's what I'm supposed to do." 


"Friends, huh?" he chuckled and shut his eyes again. "Yeah, | 
might just take you up on that, then. But, | don't want you to 
come along just because we're friends. | already told you 
that there's more to it than that." 


"Did you? Sorry, | forgot, what was the other reason?" 


He smiled and folded his finger into his fist, dousing the 
flame as he spoke. 


"It's because we're family." 


The End 


Short epilogue, but | mean, what else was there to cover? 
Unlike WiH, BF didn't have much to wrap up, so it was 
mostly just to give Tyrell the closure he needed. What's in 
store for them in the future, well, we'll never know because | 
don't plan on writing a story about that stuff and Camelot 
surely doesn't either. 


I'll be honest, this epilogue didn't turn out quite the way I'd 
planned, but it actually worked out better than my original 
plan. | had this one theme I'd planned to reveal at the end, 
but then as | was looking back over all of it | started to 
realize that, more than that theme, family had taken a much 
bigger role in this story than | was initially under the 
impression it had. Once | grasped that, it made way more 
sense to present the theme as one of family (as opposed to 
the original about treasuring what you have and looking 
back on hardships as experiences or something [hence the 
ring coming back to Tyrell]). It's still relevant, but not as 
much as what it ended up turning into. 


And in case the theme of family seems somewhat out of the 
blue, I'll see how I can break it down: Garet's relationship 
with his family is shown pretty much throughout, though it's 
often quite spaced apart from interaction to interaction; the 
idea of marriage, as in uniting two families to form one 
extended one, is obviously quite prevalent; friendships as 
family shown through the relationships between the Warriors 
of Vale (and then of course because many of them end up in 
relationships with each other); and even smaller interactions 
like Roxy's family, Tyrell's conflicting emotions about his 
family, Matthew's relationship with Jenna, Karis and her 
family, the royal family of the beastmen, etc. And that's not 
even going into some of the other ones that are presented 
more in WiH (like Megan and Justin). There are lots of 
moments where family is an important aspect of the story, to 
the point where it just isn't a story without it. 


This story took me far longer to complete than | expected, 
but I'm still happy with the end result. With the exception of 
one minor timeline inconsistency (that can easily be 
overlooked based on the way its worded ["a few months" as 
opposed to "a couple months"]) between WiH, I'm pretty 
sure everything between the two stories fits together in a 


consistent timeline. | Know not many people are reading this 
story, and probably not as meticulously as | was, but I puta 
lot of effort into making sure | knew when things happened 
in relation to each other so that there wouldn't be any 
inconsistencies between the overlap. Even most of the 
dialogue from WiH that went into this story was more or less 
untouched (I had to change some because of my horrible 
grammar and the general flow of conversation). 


Anyway, | want to thank all of you who decided to pick this 
story up and made it all the way to this point. It's been a 
long two-year journey to finish it (endless apologies), but it's 
finally over, and so ends the parallel stories set in the WiH 
headcanon. I've considered writing a comedic oneshot series 
about Ivan and Sam's relationship (like, about their dates 
and how they met and stuff, maybe even some stuff about 
raising Karis), but | doubt I'll ever get around to doing it 
because it's just not something | can see myself investing 
much time into. But who knows, maybe I'll be inspired to 
write one by Christmas as a sort of present to the GS 
community (though it'd probably be more of a present to 
FFnet if | picked up my other two multi-chaps again...). 
Guess we'll just have to see what happens. 


As a final sendoff to this headcanon world, | thank you guys 
for supporting all 270-something thousand words and as 
always please leave me a review! 


-Genga/Jupite 


